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TO TAN 


REVEREND D. PAUL, LL. D. 


PREBENDARY OF ST. PATRICK's, 


AND 


* 


RECTOR OF sr. THOMAS's, DUBLIN, 


REYEREND SIR, 


WHEN, through the partial 
kindneſs of my honoured friends, the follow- 
ing pages ſound their way into the Preſs, You 
deſired I might dedicate them to a certain 


Noble Lady, who had then honoured me with 


| her Name, as a Subſcriber ; at the ſame time, 


You pointed out the public advantage that ſuch 


2 Name would inſure to the Work. 


* 


I acquieſced, in appearance, with Your 


deſire, well knowing, the leaſt intimation of 


a my 


iv © DEDICATION: 


my real deſign, would have induced You to 
exact a promiſe inimicable to it, which once 


given, I muſt have kept.—To that exccllent 


Lady my heart pays every grateful acknow- 
ledgment—but in point of dedication, I was 


pre-determined. 


Forgive then, Sir, the only act of duplicity 
I ever practiſed on You; and accept, with 
wonted kindneſs, the little Work (which like 
its Author) owes every ſavourable circumſtance 
of its preſent ſtate to Your goodneſs. Ves, 
Sir, I owe to your goodneſs more than any 
earthly. power can pay;—and though You | 
endeayour to conceal good actions, more than 
other men do bad ones—yet give me leave to 
remind You, that the ſame bleſſed mouth which 
bid us do good deeds in ſecret, did alſo approve 


the ſhining light by which men ſee thoſe works 
that glorify our Heavenly Father.“ | | 


Forgive 


* 
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Forgive me, Sir, © of the abundance of the 
heart the mouth ſpeaketh”—and fearful to offend 
by my own words, I have recourſe to thoſe, 
which I know are ever welcome to Your eyes 
and ears—You have always forbid every pri- 
vate acknowledgment, and with an addreſs 
peculiar to Yourſelf, waved every ſubject that 
could touch the ſtring of obligation—wonder 
not then, that Gratitude, like an element ob- 
ſtructed in one paſſage, ſhould break out in 


another. 


Excluſive of Ycur patronage and aſſiſtance 


in the Work beſore You, can I forget, on our 


return from England (where I bad buried in 


Doctor Johnſon's tomb, all hopes of \ever 
printing) can 1 forget (or ſilently remember) 
Your then unequalled goodneſs to me and my 
family ?—when our fortunes, more wayward 
than the waves we had been buffetting, ſeemed 
to threaten a general wreck Can! forget the 


| ſacred 
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ſacred Pilot who took the helm in our negleQed 


bark, and brought us to © the haven where we 
would be?” 


Yes, Sir, You took with You the words of 
healing, and by a timely mediation, reconciled 
the bett of Fathers to an affectionate though 
afflicted fon ; who has experienced ever ſince, 
an increaſe of his parental bounty and tender- 


neſs to himſelf and family. 


Again, when the iron hand, of acute ſickneſs 
levelled us both at a blow—when our couch, 
was indeed watered with tears, and we ſaw 
our infants round it, like the unfledged offspring 
of two parent birds, who, taken 1n a ſnare, lay 
helpleſs, and beheld their young ones hopping 
round the wires—when in Me, the lamp of 
life ſeemed glimmering in the ſocket of ex- 


hauſted nature—can* I forget whoſe hand 


pou red 
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poured in the oil of conſolation?—and while, 
as a Divine, You prepared me for death—as 
a human friend, Lou ſoothed me with the 
hopes of life. — Vour fervent prayers were 
heard, they went undeputized to Heaven, and 
found their way direct into his Sacred Pre- 
ſence—who was graciouſly pleaſed to ſpare 
me to my children, whole little tongues now 
pay the ſincete tribute of their innocent hearts 


whenever Your name 1s ſpoken. 


O] my reyered friend, had my fon lived, it 
was the perſect living volume of his opening 
mind, I hoped to have preſented to the ſacred 


Patron of his infant innocence. 


Bear with me, Sir! my heart dwells with 
delight on the remembrance of every tender 
attention You ſhewed my darling ſon—and at 
his death, that laſt great trial of his Coating 


parents! Can I forget Your frequent viſits to 


the 


vil 
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the houſe of mourning—and that while you 
endeavoured, with the voice of religion, to 
ſtill the murmurs of nature, I have ſeen the 
tears of ſympathy ſteal down the cheek of 
ſriendſhip? 


O! ever honoured Sir, the ſhare You took 
in our afflictions at that period, redoubled 


every other obligation. 


Pardon me, Sir, if led away by the ſenſa- 


tions of nature and gratitude, I forgot what TI 


was wilting, and have tranſgreſted the gencral 


rules of Dedications, by giving the real hiſtory 
of my heart, without one line oi flattery, to 


my Patron, 


As to the little Work before You, Sir, Your 
previous peruſal of the greater pait of it, ex- 


cludes all common place apology for its de- 


merits.—I ſhall only ſay, that were the lines 


as faultleſs as the firſt ſun- beam on a virgin 


dew-drop, it is at Your feet I ſhould lay them. 
Such 
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Such as they are, f beg you will accept them 


with wonted condeſcenſion. And believe me 


to be, with every grateſul ſenſibility, 


Your moſt dutiſul, 


And obliged ſervant, 


HENRIETTA BATTIER. 
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THE 


AUTHOR's PREFACE. 


WI EN, as an humble individual, I reflect 
on my obligations to a generous Public of 
both kingdoms, from my firſt attempt to pub- 
liſh the following pages, to the preſent favour- 
able period of their exiſtence, my heart ſwells 
with gratitude—and, forgetful of the rules I 
bave been drawing theſe three months, from 
every well written Preface, preſumes to 


expreſs its own ſentiments, in its own manner. 


h To 
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To my Native Country (whoſe benevolence 
is 4 proverb) I pay true filial aſſection, and 
though ſtrangers poſſeſs my paternal acres, 
yet, I muſt ſay, that ſtrangers alſo have libe- 
rally aſſiſted me, to ſtock the poetical farms, 
which Nature, (more provident than my an- 


ceſlors) parcelled out to me, 


But, when I reflect on the kindneſs of the 


Siſter Kingdom, on whom I had no claim, 


natural or acquired, my ſenſations grow too 
big for utterance—and I can only thank them, 


with tears of grateful rememberance. 


It is now ſeven years, ſince, through a ſerics 
of events, more intereſting than thoſe to be 
met with in mot modern novels, the hand of 

Providence led me to the feet of the late ever 
to be lamented Doctor Samuz, JOHNSON; 9 

who, through the miſt of embarraſſment, 

ſtruck into life a ſpark of genius, well nigh 

quenched by the damps of diſappointment.— 
He 


FLr-7 ” a 0-6 X111 


He ſmiled upon my motive, though introduced 
in a moſt unfaſhionable mode—for I was my 
own Uſher—he bade me hope ſucceſs—and 
ſealed my pretenſions to it, by beginning the 
ſubſcription with his own name, which he ac- 
; companied with the following words: © Don't 
f * be diſheartened, my child, I have been often 


9 6 glad of a Subſcription myſelf.“ 


Thoſe words, I have ſince uſed as a taliſ- 
man, to blunt the arrows which ignorance or 
avarice have ſhot at me, during the courſe of 


the ſubſcription. But when the hand of Be- 


nevolence plucks thoſe thorns fiom ſenſibility, 
7 it renders gratitude more exquiſite, as ſhades 
in painting render light more lively. Beſides, 


when we conſider that ignorance is a misfor- 


tune, and avarice a diſeaſe, we ſhould pity 
| and pray for thoſe afflicted with cither more 
eſpecially, when they faſten on the Sons 
of the Church. And I queſtion, if the 
4 prayer for the Biſhops and Curates, has not a 


reference 
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reference to thoſe afflictions; as certainly, no. 
thing leſs than a great marvel, ever did, or 
ever will, make an ignorant or an avaricious 


man, a fit ſhepherd to a chriſtian flock. 


But thoſe refſections have led me, impercep- 
tibly, from the more pleaſing retroſpect of my 
firſt interview with Doctor Jon Nsod, iu whoſe 
rich heart, real learning, unaffected religion, 
and unſhackled philantrophy, were all united; 
and to whoſe benevolent friendſhip I am in- 
debted, for the vaſt numbeis of truly reſpecta- 
ble ſubſcribers which arc prefixed to this 
book in the Engliſh liſt. Alas! I little thought, 
that it was to his memory I ſhould render 


my acknowledgments for his goodneſs. 


But my honoured Friend is eternally happy! 


and my artleſs, humble muſe, amidſt all it 
loſt, and felt, and ſuffered, by his death, 
rea s this one ſolitary advantage—that the 
tribute I now pay, can no more be attainted 


of flattery, than the memoirs written by Mrs. 


Piozz1 
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Piozzi can be ſuſpected of truth. And J have 
the honeſt confidence to hope, that a generous 
public, will receive this little Book with the 
ſmile of condeſcending good- nature, when 
ſunk in the obloquy of her own pen, the 
works of the ungrateful P. feel the canker of 
that oblivion, from which ſhe herſelf was dug 
up, by the generous friendſhip of that good 
man, whoſe confidence ſhe firſt abuſed, and 


then his memory. 


I aſk pardon for my prolisity ; but where 
the heart is affected, the pen is generally 
diſſuſive: I therefore rely on the univerſal 
benevolence which occaſions the writing of 
this preface, to forgive not only the length and 
imperfections of the preface itſelf, but alſo of 
the humble Work to which it is prefixed : A 
Work, which I did hope to have printed in 
London fx years ago; Door Jonxsox having 
promiſed me a few months before his death, 
to look over and correct as many of the manu- 


ſcripts 


* 
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ſeripts as were then ready for the Preſs; that 


melancholy event, with other concurring em- 


barraſſments (among which a long and dan- 
gerous illneſs was not the leaſt) foiled my beſt 
hopes, in point of publication, and rendered 
a ſpeedy return to my native country eritically 
indiſpenſable :—here I have at length effected 
the purpoſe of printing, uader the auſpices of 
ſach amiable eminence, as renders the Work 
itſelf reſpectable; nor will its Engliſh friends 
ſhew it leſs countenance, for owing its birth to 
a land, whoſe philantrophy is the only ſuhject 
Fame cannot ſay too much of, | 


| | To conclude—]I preſent the enſuing pages | 
to the generous Public of both nations, with ; $ 
Hh | this grateful aſſurance that as a nobler motive 4 


| 
| than curioſity on their ſide, or vanity on mine, Fr 


| 

| 
iff gave exiſtence To THE PROTECTED FUGIrIVES; 
ſo, a milder rule than ſevere criticiſm will be 


Uſed to judge them by. 


And 
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And here I beg leave, moſt ſolemnly to 
aſſure, all thoſe who may deem Poetry an 
unfit employment for the mother of a family 
that the compolition of a poem, neyer drew 


me one half hour ſrom the concerns of my 


huſband and children, being, I bleſs Provi- 
dence, a better houſewife than a poet. Nor 
ſhould the little Work have obtruded itſelf on 
the Public, had not I confidered its publication 
in the light of a domeſtic duty. The little 
eſſays are indeed the genuine effuhons of un- 
cultivated nature, as fancy caught the matter 
from the moment and I offer them to the 
world, as the firſt fruits of a grateful, though 
wild ſoil, unaided by the hand of inſtruction, 


or the cultivation of learning. 
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PERHAPS thoſe honeſt lines may pleaſe you 
better, 

Than a more formal and proſaic letter: 

VUnſhackl'd Nature may impreſs a ſmile, 

And change your manner, as I change my ſtile ; 

One fay'rite project I have ſtill in view, 


Which cannot fail, if countenanc'd by Ton. 


And recolleCting thoſe auſpicious days, 
When H——t's friendſhip bleſt.my humble 
lays; 
B RR well 


CSF 


I well remember, my prophetic quill, 

Wiſh'd you the place you now ſo juſtly fill: 
Humanely complaiſant, you told me then, 

That ſuch eſtabliſhment—ſhould mend my pen. 
On this prefuming, when that period came, 
And Fortune woo'd you with the lips of Fame, 
I begg'd an audience—but on ent'ring ſound 
The cold enchantment of the Caſtle ground; 
My Friend was gone! and I ſaw nothing there 
But 
Contracted ſeatures, which I had not known, 


the Right Honourable Secretazre ; 


But for their ſymmetry—to be thy own, 

Spoke my diſmiſs.— Alas! how changed from 
Him, 

Whofe former goodneſs—tho” perhaps a whim, 

On Mem'ry's tablet ſhall ſor ever hold 

A place, too ſacred to be bought with gold, 


Surprzed—embarraſs'd—diſconcerted—munte ! 
A worſe than aukwardneſs o'eraw'd my ſuit ; 
The Muſe indiguant, ſrom my project flew, 

L ſeign'd Plebean buſineſs—and withdrew. 
A plain 
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A plain denial can with eaſe be born, 


But cold civility's th' keeneſt ſcorn : 
Excuſe plain dealing, Ar, and condeſcend 


Some lines to pardon, and the reſt befriend ; 


Aſliſt her writings to Preferment's ſhelf, 

Who boldly dar'd to wiſh you were yourſelf; 
And, tho” preſiding at the helm of ſtate, 
Be H 


T ſtill, and amiable as great. 0 


AN 
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AN 


1 


TO HIS EXCELLENCY THE 


EARL OF WESTMORELAND. 


ON HIS ARRIVAL. 


WHILE fawning crowds each hackney'd mode 
employ, 

To ſpeak a welcome by mechanic joy, 

Yet, pre-determin'd every act to ſcan, 

And hate the Viceroy, ere they know the Man. 

An bumble twig of unregarded bays, 


Bids honeſt welcome, tho? in ruſtic phraſe. 


And may the wayward Genius of this iſle, 
Thy conduct mark with approbation's ſmile, 
Safe may'ſt thou ſteer, upheld by Truth and Senſe, 


*Tween Adulation and Impertinence; 


Unmoyed 
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Unmoved by either, may'ſt thou rule the helm, 
And tune to Concord this diſcordant yealm. 
With cool contempt, behold th' imperial tribe 
Of pattiot Printers, bello'ing for a bribe, 
Who in my mem'ry, or for pique or pelf, 

Each Ruler laſt'd, from Townſend to thyſelf: 
And now, forgetful of a Chatham's ſame, 


Would blaſt as well the Genius as the Name. 


For me, unvers'd in all the varied rules 
Either of courtly or poetic ſchools, 
For me, whoſe pen has yet ne er wrong'd my 

heart, 

I'll act an honeft, tho? an humble part; 
And tho? I come unfriended and alone, 
Yet, let the motive for the mode atone, 
And ſhould my ſuit no favour'd audience find, 
The ſilent figh ſhall prove my ſoul reſign'd; 
A mother's ardent wiſhes, to enlarge 
The ſtinted fortunes of an infant charge, 
Inſpires my pen, and will, I truſt, excuſe, 


The anxious Parent, and the humble Muſe. 


AN 
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LADY WESTMOREL AND's DELAY, 


OCCASIONED BY CONTRARY WINDS, 


PRESENTED TO 


Frog EDO LLENCY 


THE DAY BEFORE HER LADYSHIP's ARRIVAI. 


On, Eaſtern wind, what Cambrian ſpell, 
So long confines thee in thy cell? 

Or bave the Druids of that ſhore, 
Euamour'd with the beauteous prize, 
That wind-bound In their harbour lies, 


Erib'd Thee, falſe wind to blow- no more? 


Each flow'ry ſhrub, already green, 


In Erin's vales, await their queen, 

And leafy Spring, in emerald yeſt, 
With haſte unuſual has appear d, 
As if the genial ſeaſon fear'd, 


To meet her lovely eyes undreſt. 


; III. 


| Oh, Weſtmoreland, thou faireſt fair, 
The child of Love, the Graces” care! 
The partial wind to thy ſoſt plaints, 


Will yield thy treaſur'd ſweetneſs o'er, 
To ancient Erin's fruitful ſhore, 


The nurſe of Beauty—Iſle of Saints, 
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But if deny'd the Eaſtern gales, 
Thy huſband's fighs ſhall ſwell the ſails, 
And waſt thee to his faithful breaſt ; 
Who feels the toils and toys of ſtate, 
A liſeleſs, dull, infipid weight, 
Till of thy beauties repoſſeſt. 


ON 


ON READING 
LORD BOLINGBROK E's 
NATURAL PHILOSOPHY. 


WRITTEN 


IN THE AUTHOR' 225 YEAR, 


Wurd I ſurvey the Works of thoſe great men, 
(Falſely ſc, call d) who dar'd with impious pen, 
To front or doubt th'all forming word of God— 


His mercies ſlight, and brave his iron rod; 

My eyes revert from the unhallow'd ſtrains, 

And life's warm blood lies curdling in my veins. 
How dare the creature treat his Maxzx fo, 

Or with his own beſt gift oblige his ſoe ! 

They plead for Nature and her laws alone, 

Thro? wilſul error not obedience own : 

C But 


1 
But grant her laws as faultleſs as they're wild, 
Ruling alike the man, his beaſt or child; 
Say, that from them departing we ſhould err, 


Her rules being right, as thoſe great men aver ; 
Who from confuſion in ſuch order brought, 
This glorious ſyſtem ſo divinely taught ? 
Whoſe voice did Chaos in ſuch haſte obey, 
When Natare yet in her dark entrails lay ? 
Who call'd forth Day from the impregnant womb 
Of ancient Night's impenetrable gloom ; 
When all God's ſons rejoic'd with awful mirth, 
And morning planets hatl'd the glorious Birth: 
When each glad ey'ning to the Saints was given 
The work of Earth—to folemnize in Heaven ?— | 
Who, but the Son of God—the Truth, the Light, 
The Word—begotten of Eternal Might ? 
They ſtart a queſtion fooliſh as prophane, 
Production worthy an Apoſtate's brain; 
There batch'd by Ignorance, who firſt begun 
Tempting to aſk, © Could God beget a Son?“ 
Thou reaſoning Idiot, ſuch a phraſe to uſe, 
Where folly only can the erime excuſe : 
Could'ſt 
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Could'ſ thou, of thine own will, a father be? 
Or does Conception wait on thy decree ? 

Is not a Being infinitely great, 

As powerful to beget as to create? 

Leave off diſputing then, and henceforth learn, 
Tis wiſer to believe than to diſcern — 

Thoſe awful myſteries which Heaven deſign'd, 
Jo be the implicit Faith of all mankind : 
Reaſon, as inſtint, Bolingbroke defin'd, 
Exalted only in the human mind ; 

But how the eſſential diff” rence to explain, 
The learn'd Apoftate has explor'd in vain. 
Reaſon, thou reaſoner, is the image bright 
Of him that made ug—and to uſe it right 
Their gift peculiar—that to him apply; 

Who tho! inhabiting eternity, 


To infant years that ſcience has reveal'd, 


Which from the wiſe and prudent he conceal'd ; 


Yet oft, Sympronius like, in borrow'd plumes, 


Vice, mix'd with Cunning, Reaſon's robe aſſumes; 


With ſpecious ſophiſtry, perverting {till, 


The rights of Nature, and our own frec- will. 


Thus, 


a” 
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Thus Uriel, on the ſun-beam, was deceiv'd, 
By fair appearance, and the fiend believ'd : 
Beneath free-will they cloak licentiouſneſs, 


And forge from thence a licence to tranſgreſs: 


: While choice, as acting principles, conſeſ 
And darling paſſions, are approv'd t the beſt, 
Becauſe they like them beſt, ye fools and blind, 


Nature's corrupted choice was ne'er deſign d, 


9 


To rule free- will, and lord it o'er mankind. A}. 
Did kings with ſubtle ſenſualiſts agree, 

No free-born ſubject could a traitor be: 

As free, yet faithful agents, we may uſe 

The glorious privilege, but not abuſe. 
Bound up by Fate, what proofs to bounteous 
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Of man's ſincere obedience could be given ? 

To prove or be approv'd it muſt be free, 

For what reward awaits neceſſity ? 

Again to leave him i in erroneous maze, 

With inſtin& only to direct his ways: 

In ſhape alone, ſuperior to the brute, 

Are notions which attempting to refute, 

>; ns Would 
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Would call in queſtion the reſuter's ſenſe, 
And ſwell abſurdity to conſequence: 
Unerring Wiſdom, no imperſect plan 
Could &er deviſe and its prime work was Man! 
In finleſs knowledge, as in growth mature, 
Man was made perfect, as was Nature pure: 
Her laws were then, deed, the rules of right, 
When Nature's God was ſeen by Nature's Light: 
Fair beyond fair, Creation open d. firſt, 
Ere tempted Woman made the ſoil accurſt ; 
Ere Satan triumph'd in the ſerpent form, 


When ruin'd Adam curſt the ſubtle worm ; 
That God foreknew the death devoting bour, 


Nor taints his juſtice, mercy, or his power; 
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His power, 'tis true, obedience could compel, 
And ſo per-force, prevent them to rebel : 
But, 2s before obſery'd—would that approve, 
Man's free-will ſervice, or his Maker's love? 
Love, which while ſin in embrio remain'd, 

A glorious remedy had pre-ordain'd, 

A ranſom great his rigour to remove, 

And reinſtate us in paternal love; 


Appointing 
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Appointing Conſcience, in our ruin'd ſtate, 

A faithful Monitor, an umpire grea:; 

Who for its charge, all trembling from within, 
Pulls hard the check-ſtring, and forbids the fin : 
Yet what we like we eaſily believe, 

And paſſion's flatterers we all receive. 

Thus, a good lawyer, in a guilty cauſe, | 
With his ſmooth tongue inſenſibly withdraws 
From their true meaning our perverted laws. 


The arreſted ſentence in its deſtined courſe, 


Stops ſhort, impell'd by the reſiſtleſs force 

Of one, whom nature on his filver tongue, 
TYall conque ring power of elocution hung ; 
Forthwith to falſehood the decree is given, 
While Truth, abaſt'd, moves her appeal to 


Heaven. 


ADDRESSED 
/ 
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CY 
ADDRESSED TO AN 


OFFICER'S WIDOW, 


AFTER THE 


AMERICAN WAR. 


THe forrows of thy widow'd bed, 
Have wrung my heart and reach'd my head; 
The mourning muſe her harp has ſtrung, 
Nor ſhall thy Soldiers be unſung. 

Thy Soldiers, ſurely I may ſay, 

For Sons and Huſband fought their way : 
Thy dear companion's dying words, 

The ear of Memory {till records. 

I feel the ſigh that wrung his breaſt, 
Where all the Father ſtood confeſt ; 

Too oft his valour had been try'd, 

To think for life the vet'ran figh'd ; 

In every pang that wrung his breaſt, 
His Wiſe and Children were confeſt ; 


His 
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His Wiſe—all gracious Heaven controul 
The bitter anguiſh of her ſoul ! 
And may the more than Gilead's balm 
Of heavenly peace, thy ſorrows calm; 
Reſtrain thy grief, for God ordains 
More laſting joy in what remains: 
* Nor think the bleſſing miſs'd its aim, 
On thoſe who wrapp'd ih glory's flame; - 


At leaſt preſerve a deathleſs name. 
+ The darling of thy heart and arms, 
Who ſtood the ſhock of war's alarms, 
His dear and precious life to yield, 

| Who bray'd and 'ſcap'd the bloody field. 
Yet tho the God of battles ſaid, 
He ſhould be number'd with the dead : 
His wiſdom alſo will'd it ſo, 


He fell not by his country's ſoe: 


His favour'd ſpirit took its flight, 
To the bleſt realms of true delight, ; 
But 


With thoughts compos'd in calmer plight, Þ} 
| 
| 


Her huſband died when his children were abroad; 
| + Her eldeſt ſon died of a fever in St; Lucie: 


67) ; 


But now let Fancy wondering view, 
While Death's keen ſhafts promiſcuous flew, 
With all its horrors compaſs'd round, 
Where proftrate on the blood-ſap'd ground, 
With ſtruggling breath and languid eye, 
*The limb-lopp'd warrior begs to die: 
And henceforth learn ye vainly wile, 

That here true knowledge only lies ; 

In meek ſubmiſſion to rm 1s will, 

By whoſe command you've Robert {ill ; 
To guard his life a ſhield was given, 


From out the armoury of Heaven ; 
His line of life th* Almighty drew, 
And round th' obnoxious bullets flew : 
The horrid extaſies of fight, 

Still fir'd his ſoul, tho' dim'd his ſight. 


Oh! Fancy, ſhift the mournful ſcene, ? 
Let preſent comforts intervene . 
Since thrice twelve moons have roll'd between. 


The mercies of Almighty love,, 
With glad obedience let's improve ; 
D And 


* Her youngeſt ſon had his leg ſhot off at Trenton. 


C3 


And wond'ring, worſhip when we ſee, 


The youth thus ſav'd to comfort thee : 


Thus glean'd from death by heay'nly power, 
To bleſs thee in thy lateſt hour: 


1 
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SOT HS 


TRAGEDY or ZENOBIA, 


Added by Gentlemen, for the ſupport of the Charity 
School in Drogheda, under the Patronage of the 
Rev. Smyth Loftus, in the year 1781. 


Y OURE all ſurpriz'd to ſee your Heroine*come, 
With no funeral pomp, no muffl'd drum, 

No Roman Conſuls with black palls and ſaſhes, 
No golden urn to catch my royal aſhes; 

No, no;—give me the gold without 1n-urning, 
For I ne'er lik'd this Heathen mode of burning; 
Beſides, indeed, I could not think of leaving 
Such worth, ſuch beauty, for Zenobia grieving : 
Then, be aſſur'd, the nuptial draught had merit, 
For abſolutely it has raiſ”d my ſpirit! 

But 


* Zenobia's part was performed by Mr O' Kxeſſe. 
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But not a lying ſpirit, tittle tattle, 

Such as beguil'd poor Ahab to the battle. 

I come to tell you with what true delight, 

I ſaw the great Performers of this night, 
Whoſe graceful actions and expreſſive faces 
Gave to the Tragic Muſe ten thouſand graces ; 
Each voice, without pompoſity, was ſtrong, . 


And well-tim'd periods, cloſing ſweet as ſong, 
Like ſolemn muſic, by the Moon's chaſte light, 
Refin'd each rapture of the Poet's flight; 
But ſuch a cauſe, eſpouſ'd by ſuch a friend, 
As Heaven did in their bounteous patron lend, 
To help ſuch innocence, and pleaſe ſuch worth, 
Who would not call their beſt endowments forth? 
* My huſband's brother rightly choſe a part, 
So well adapted to his form and heart; 
A form which Heaven and Nature has deſign'd, 
As the fair mirror to a fairer mind : 
Nay, ſmile not ladies, tho” I ſpeak in rapture, 
Zenobia's heart can ſear no ſecond capture: 
The 


® Teribaſus by Captain Smyth, 


( a1 ) 


The king reigns there unrival'd and alone, 


But Ladies, guard the paſſes to your own, 

And pity me, who one way or another, 

Muſt loſe all right and title to his brother ; 

Why, on my life, we might as well have drown'd, 
As thus to ſeparate when we both were found: 
The worſt indeed, of a dramatic wedding 


Is—tbat it never terminates in bedding, 


BURLESQUE, 
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r 
ON A 


C 


Written by a Lawyer, 10 a very young Girl at Sc, 
and ſent by a very ragged old Woman. 


Copy of the Letter, verbatim. 


FE My dear Miſs, 
* WHAT day will you come to Iriſhtown— 


] languiſh for that pleaſure—you may depend 


& upon the ſtricteſt honour and delicacy, 


“ your's, 


* YOU KNOW WHO.” 


To that audacious unknown ſribble, 

Who dar'd to ſend an odious quibble, 
Which treated of myſterious matters, 

By an old Woman all in tatters ; 

Writes ſhe, who hates 1mpertinence, 

And wonders at his lack of ſenſe, 

With 


{( 23 ) 

With words ambiguous to bewilder, 

The heads of undeſigning childer ; : 
And tho” his delicacy's honour, 

May languiſh to impoſe upon her, 

She here begs leave to let him know, 

To Iriſhtown ſhe will not go, 

Nor ſtir the heel-rand of her ſhoe, 

To viſit there She knows not who. 


[ 
[i 
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ADDRESSED 


AND PRESENTED TO 


LORD CARLISL E, 


By the Author, in the year 1781. 


TarIct welcome greatly amiable Carliſle, 
To bleſt Hibernia's heav'n remember'd iſle; 

While Bards of conſequence, ſupinely great, 1 
Secure of pleaſing, for preferment wait, 


4 


Through all the tedious twining forms of ſtate, 
To thee, my Lord, an inexperienc'd Mule, 
For pardon, pity, and protection ſues : 

Tis not the Viceroy, but Carliſle, to whom 
With au füll joy, and trembling hope I come; 
Nor think Preſumption has inſpir'd my lays, 
For be aſſur'd, I write—for bread, not bays. 
Then ſmiling, pity me, while I confeſs, 

A viſion prompted me to this addreſs. 
Wrapt 


("0 1 
Wrapt up in thoughts, moſt melancholy mood, 
Beſide old Liffey's bank, methought I ſtood, 


The tide, tho? full, was as a mirror even, 


And mildly radiant was the face of Heaven: 

Methought 'twas morning, and the riſing ſun, 
With new-born glories on the water ſhone ; 

My ſoul expanded with the grateſul ſenſe, 

Of all the wonders of Omnipotence; 

Yet, waking cares lo much o'erpower'd my ſleep, 

That ſtill, methought, reflection made me weep, 

A pleaſing languor overcaſt my mind, 

Calm, tho' aggriev'd, and feelingly reſign'd: 

When, lo! a voice divinely awſul cry'd, 

'T was Fate that ſpoke, good Fortune's in the 

tide : 

In yon tall veſſel, anchor'd in the bay, 
Comes Genius, veſted with the regal ſway, 
Lou at his ſeet, with ſupplication, bend 
Apollo's favourite will be Harriot's friend; 
Pleas'd with the thought, I woke, and found it 


true, 


For the great guns juſt fir'd to welcome you 
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I NSPIRE my verſes and aſſiſt their flight, 
O Muſe immortal! for the ſubje&'s bright: 
H elp wy aſpiring thoughts, that boldly climb, 
N igh to the more than Cicero of his time. 


S truck with aſtoniſhment, the Muſe divine, 


C ries out, not all the numbers of the Nine, þ 


O r Phcebus ſelf, could equal your deſign! _ 
T hen deareſt Sir, forgive a ſcribbling elf, 
T he theme's too great fo? any but yourſelf. 


or os 


BY DESIRE, 


IN HONOUR OF FREE-MASONRY. 


Tu praiſe of Free- Maſonry ſure does belong 
To a Bard more expert at poetical ſong, 

Vet the ſocial community will not diſdain 
My attempts in their ſervice, tho' humble my 


Strain. 
GA OR U- 
Then bleſt be their meetings, and bleſt be their 
lives, \ 


While no order on earth like Free-Maſonry 
thrives, 


Their 


( 28 ) 


Their genuine merit what pen can ſet forth ? 


When the pomp of expreſſion but injures their 


worth : 
Like the veſſels which Hiram brought forth from 
the mold, 


Whoſe intrinſical value could never be told. 


CHORT US 


Thus virtue and concord increaſe with their lives, 


And no order on earth like Free-Maſonry thrives, 


For the want of integrity ſome keep at bay, 
For Free-Maſons always perform what they ſay ; 
Unanimous, grateful, pure-bearted, and juſt, 


A Free-Maſon always is true to his (ruſt, 


CH OR US. 


The dictates of honour ftill ruling their lives, 


No order on earth like Free-Maſonry thrives. 


At 


( 29 ) 
At a Free-Maſon's meeting you ever will find 
Good humour, good ſenſe, and good nature 
combin'd, 
Their hearts, like their order, till ſacred to truth, 
In old age, confirming the friendſhips of youth. 


„„ 


Thus bleſt in their meetings, ſo bleſt be their 
lives, 
While no order on earth like Free-Maſonry 


thrives. 


From the Monarch, the Subject, tho' indigent, 
finds 

Unalter'd eſteem, if Free-Maſonry binds, 

Thus you'd think that their ſecret was Friendſhip 
alone, 

For to them, and them only, its ſtrictures are 


known, 
H OR U 8. 


Reciprocal bleſſings thus ſweet'ning their lives, 
No order on earth like Free-Maſonry thrives. 
And 


— EPT a rs 6s ns - 0 — = - 


3 
And tho' babblers and blockheads will dare to 


condemn, 


A ſyſtem too great and too ſacred for them, 
Yet all who a clear underſtanding can boaſt, 
Still make a Free-Maſon their friend and their 
toaſt. 


C HO RUS. 


Thus honour'd their ſyſtem, and honeſt their 


lives, 


No order on earth like Free- Maſonry thrives. 


At a Free- maſon's Lodge no ſchiſmatical broil, 

Or party diſpute, can their unity ſpoil, 

Their hearts and diſcourſes harmoniouſly join, 

For God's their Grand-Maſter, and Virtue their 
Sign. 


Nn 


Thus bleſt in their meetings, ſo bleſt be their 
lives, 
While no order on earth like F ree-Maſonry 


thrives. 
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The Monarch, whoſe wiſdom all nations revere, 


Thought a Free-Maſon's Lodge its moſt eminent 
ſphere, | 


And the Muſes (if Maſculine) ſure would unite, 
In a Free-Maſon's Lodge on Olympus's height. 


n | 


Thus wit, love, and wiſdom, illumine their lives, 


And no order on earth like Free-Maſonry thrives. 


( 32 ) 


A 
S8 0 LILO Mu V 
„ 


TIME OF AFFLICTION. 


On! thou, who guardedſt all my infant days, 
And fill'd my mouth (then guiltleſs) with thy 
praiſe, | 

Have mercy now, and to a wretch return, 
Deſpiſed by all, dejected and forlorn ! 
Behold my tears, and ſtay the iron rod 
Of thy juſt judgments, my offended God. 
Thou, who to humbl'd Ahab, lent thine ear, 
And ſpar'd the Ninivites, when death was near, 
Spare me, oh, God! and with a Father's eye, 
To the returning Prodigal draw nigh ; 

Speak, 


( 33 ) 


Speak, gracious Lord, in Mercy's ſtill ſmal} 


voice, 


And make the bones which thou haſt broke 
rejoice ; 

Blot out the errors of unguarded youth, 

And yet, oh! yet, dire& me in thy truth ; 

To that great feaſt admit me as a gueſt, 


Where pardon'd ſinners find eternal reſt! 


AN 


ON THE DEATH OF THE 


INToMB'D in duſt, my much lov'd Maze 
hes, 

To cruel Death an early ſacrifice ; 

Inexorable ſhade, whoſe fatal dart 

Pierc'd, thro' her life, her wretch'd mother's 
heart : 

For thy dear ſake each ill, content I'd bear, 


Joy of my eyes, and down of all my care; 


On thy ſweet cheek my weary head I'd lay, 
And every ſorrow ended with the day : 
Thy early play announc'd the coming morn, 


And bleſt with thee, I welcom'd its return: 


Endearments 


( W 2 

Endearments nameleſs, lull'd my grieſs to ſleep, 10 
And fix'd on thee, my eyes forgot to weep; W 

But now, down each ſad cheek, tear chaſes 

tear, 

Companions faithful of each woe-worn year ; 

All day diſconſolate thy mother mourns, 

And thy lov'd image with the night returns; 

Of all my hoard of comfort thus bereft, 

Nor child, nor friend, nor parent, am I left. 

Yet ſure our faults are of ſo deep a hue, 

Severer puniſhments from him are due, 

Whoſe ways are juſt, and all his judgments 

true ! 

For tho' a victim to the griſly king, 

My infant angel ſcap'd Death's keeneſt ſting ; 

Sinleſs ſhe went to her Redeemer pure, 

Her conflict ſhort, her endleſs bliſs ſecure. 

Then deareſt Maxy, I reſign'd will be, 

And bleſs the Almighty for his kind decree, 

With eyes of Faith, I'll look to Heaven's abode, 

And ſee thee walking with the Lamb of God; 

| There 


(PP ) 
There bend my wiſhes, there direct my eyes, 


There fix my heart, for there my treaſure lies. 
And oh! Creator dear, Redeemer mild, 


In thy own time, unite me to my child ! 


WRITTEN 


( 39 ) 
WRITTEN IN LONDON, 


IN THE YEAR, 1783, 


TO A 


DISTINGUISHED CHARACTER, 


REGARDLESS of thoſe tyrant rules, 
By faſhion made to fetter fools, 


Exempt from Nature's grand deſign ; 
Canſt thou, great Sir, to my requeſt, 
However ſtrange and oddly dreſt, 


A gracious ear incline ? 


And while the powers which Nature hung 
Upon thy all reſiſtleſs tongue, 

Can hold the wond'ring ſenate mute. 
From all this weight of public care, 
A moment's private audience ſpare, 

To grace a female ſtranger's ſuit 


Whoſe 


TW 


Whoſe breaſt, like Sheba's ſwarthy dame, 
Has caught the warmth of Wiſdom's flame, 
And begs acceſs to you ; 
Whoſe worth, on Fame's large pinions bore, 
Long ſince has reach'd her native ſhore, 


Now moiſt with Freedom's dew. 


A FRAGMENT. 


(39 } 


FPR AG M E N T. 


WRITTEN IN LONDON, 


WHEN THE QUEEN WAS GIVEN OVER. 


Th E Lord's anointed bows his ſacred head; 
While ſtrong affliction rends his royal breaſt; 

The long lov'd partner of his throne and bed, 
To him, ſeems entering her eternal reſt, 

He ſees, for ſorrow our ideas ſwell, 


He ſees bis Charlotte bid her George ſarewel}. 


The perfe& model of all human worth, 

Divine Phyſician, in thy mercy, ſave, 

The wholeſome ſtrength of thy righthand put forth, 
And diſappoint the too preſumptuous grave! 


= 3 42 


ADDRESSED TO 


SIX ROBERT SCOTT, M. D. 


BY THE AUTHOR, 


IWhom he attended through a dangerous illneſs, 


NExT to that power, whoſe ſovereign hand, 
Unlocks the gates of life and death, 
By whoſe all- merciſul command, 


I ſtill retain my vital breath. 


Next to his mercy, and his power, 


Ts thee, O Scorr, my thankful heart, 
The tribute of that awſul hour, 


In grateſul ſtrains would fain impart. 


When Death and Nature were at ſtrife, 
And even Hope forſook my breaſt ; 
When 
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When all the tendereſt ties of life, 


Wich farewell pangs, my ſoul oppreſt. 
While with an anxious languid eye, 

I view'd my prattling babes at play, 
Maternal ſondneſs urg'd the ſigh, 

That ſcarce had power to heave its way. 


*T was then hy care ſtept in to ſave, 
From Death's keen jaws, my ſhatter'd frame, 
To diſappoint the yawning grave, 


And ſpare me ſtill, a mother's name. 


Tho? great the danger, greater ſtill, 
(For Heay'n to thy advice gave aid) 
Appear'd thy all ſuperior ſkill, 
In comfort's ſacred garb array'd. 


But how can words. expreſs the ſenſe, 
(Rever'd Phyſician, honour'd friend) 

Of thoughts, where gratitude intenſe, 
To language deigns not to deſcend ? 
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O! then do thou, like Heay'n accept, 

The warm effuſions of her breaſt, 

Whoſe beſt acknowledgments are wept, 
And truly felt, tho” ill expreſt. 


REFLECTIONS 


1 


REF L ECTION S 


O N 1 * 
LAMENTED DEATH 


OF THE LATE 


DUKE oF RUTLAND. 


On, Death! inexplicable ſhadow, ſay, 
Why are the young, the beauteous, and the gay, 
Mark'd out, reſiſtleſs tyrant, for thy prey? 


Why could not nature's every ſocial charm, 
Summ'd up in RuTLanD, thy fell rage diſarm? 
Could not the ripening honours of his life, 

His unfledg'd offspring, or his beauteous wife, 
Nor all the worth of his illuſtrious race, 


Obdurate Death, reſtrain thy cold embrace ? 


Thy bill, Mortality, when drawn on fight, 
Accepts no ſurety, admits no flight ; 


But 


C4 } 


But the grim officer with rutbleſs hand, 
Arreſts the lords, and rulers of the land. 


Great Debt of Nature—certain end of All, 
Tranſgreſſions forfeiture, on Adam's fall; 
The captive exile in his gloomy cell, 
Condemn'd with darkneſs and diſeaſe to dwell, 
Oft liſts to thee, the ſupplicating eye, 
And beaves the broken, yet impatient ſigh; 
Courts thy approach, and to thy deadly dart, 
Bears with a bridegroom's haſte his bleeding 

heart; 


O' er him the tyrant, with protracted pain, 
Spurs the pale ſteed, but yet holds in the rein; 
With lingering diſſolution mocks his hope, 

And by degrees, gives all his terrors ſcope. 


Not ſo, with Rur LAND, whoſe illuſtrious birth, 3 
Mark'd him the favorite of Heaven and earth, | 
Smooth on a golden ſea his bark did ſail, f 4 
Where Fortune's canvas ſwell'd with Pleaſure's I 

gale; 

Pefet alike, with danger and delight, 
From grandeur's tow'ring yet deluſive height; 
Behold, | 


(48 } 


Behold! and tremble, oh! ye fons of earth, 


Who dare to boaſt of fortune, power or bitth. 
RurLianD, the great, the generous and the brave, 
Lodg'd in the ſilent chambers of the grave. 

The noble youth, in life, and honour's bloom, 
When the dire ſhaft that rankled with his doom, 


From out his breaſt no human force could drag, 


Yo. 
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Struck Nature's colours to Death's awſul flag, 


8 


While abſence from his boſom's better part, 
Urg'd the ſtrong pang, that rent his manly heart. 
And ſure, lamented ſhade, thy fleeting breath, 


Inſcrib'd the motto, oſ— Remember Death ! 


10 
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TO THE 


RIGHT HONOURABLE 


! 


LORD VISCOUNT CLONMEL, 


"THINK not my heart, as tardy as my hand, 
To thank your goodneſs—no; twas Heaven's 
command, 

That ſwift as thought th* envenom'd arrow ſped, 
Aim'd at my heart, but reſted on my head. 
Without a metaphor, I've been ſo ill, 
That from my trembling hand I dropt the quill, 
While forcing entrance at each frighten'd vein, 
A burning ſever held its midnight reign. 
Torn from their mother's arms my babes I view'd, 
And my lone pillow, with my tears bedew'd ; 
I ſaw (for ſorrow each idea ſwells) 
I ſaw my children ſob their laſt farewells; 

But 


CLP --7 


But Heaven in pity to their helpleſs years, 
Has ſpar'd their mother's life, and dry'd their 
4 5 tears. 
4 My heart, now moiſt with health's refreſhing 
dew, 
Sends its beſt wiſhes, and its thanks to you ; 
Forgive this freedom, but I know your heart 
As warm with mercy, as 'tis void of art ; 
I ſcorn to flatter, yet would fain expreſs, 
In Nature's ſimpleſt, unaffected dreſs, 
Thoſe ſtrong ſenſations of a thinking mind, 
To rule unknown, to meaſure unconhn'd. 
I wiſh to thank that condeſcending grace, 


That fluſh'd each happy feature of your face, 


With more than beauty, while your words 
| diſpell'd 
i The ſears that aw'd me, and the doubts that 
3 quell'd; 


When apprehenſive, leſt I might offend, 

I ſought your council, both as Judge and Friend; 
1 The quick diſcernment of thoſe piercing eyes, 
That with the virtue of a brilliant vies, 


Saw 
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TO THE 


RIGHT HONOURABLE 


LORD VISCOUNT CLONMEL, 


"THINK not my heart, as tardy as my hand, 
To thank your goodneſs—no; twas Heaven's 
command, 

That ſwift as thought th* envenom'd arrow ſped, 
Aim'd at my heart, but reſted on my head. 
Without a metaphor, I'ye been ſo ill, 
That from my trembling hand I dropt the quill, 
While forcing entrance at each frighten'd vein, 
A burning ſever held its midnight reign. 
Torn from their mother's arms my babes I view'd, 
And my lone pillow, with my tears bedew'd ; 
I ſaw (for ſorrow each idea ſwells) 
I ſaw my children ſob their laſt farewells ; 

But 
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But Heaven in pity to their helpleſs years, 

Has ſpar'd their mother's life, and dry'd their 
tears. 

My heart, now moiſt with health's reſreſhing 
dew, 

Sends its beſt wiſhes, and its thanks to you ; 

Forgive this freedom, but I know your heart 

As warm with mercy, as 'tis void of art; 

I ſcorn to flatter, yet would fain expreſs, 

In Nature's ſimpleſt, unaffected dreſs, 

Thoſe ſtrong ſenſations of a thinking mind, 

To rule unknown, to meaſure unconfin'd. 

I with to thank that condeſcending grace, 

That fluſh'd each happy feature of your face, 

With more than beauty, while your words 
diſpell'd 

The fears that aw'd me, and the doubts that 

. | 

When apprehenſive, leſt I might offend, 

I ſought your council, both as Judge and Friend; 

The quick diſcernment of thoſe piercing eyes, 

That with the virtue of a brilliant vies, | 


Saw 


( 83 ) 
Saw how my purpoſe ſtruggled for a birth, | 
And held the ſceptre of good-humour forth. 
O! that my pen, with my ſoul's warmth could 
bleſs, | 

The voice that hail'd my project with ſucceſs , 
But words cou'd never paint (tho' on my tongue) 
Like thine the powers of elocution hung, 

Thoſe firſt-born ardors of a grateful foul, 

That down the cheek in tears of feryor roll. 
Since then ſtrong thinking, proves expreſſion 
| weak, 
Tu Ggh the bleffing that I cannot ſpeal;, 
And may that Power, whoſe univerſal ken 
Unſeen, pervades the hearts and ways of men, 
With lengthen'd bleſſings Time's approach diſguiſe, 
Large as thy heart, and poignant as thy eyes; 
May roſy health thy habitation ſeek, 

Dance round thy board, and mantle on thy cheek; 
May'ſt thou, my friend, for many, many years, 
Defend the poor, and dry the orphan's tears; 
"Fill ads of mercy, dignify thee more, 

Than place, or title, intereſt, wealth or pow'r; 


And 
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And green-ey'd Envy (ſelf devouring fiend, 
By art or avarice no longer ſcreen'd) 
Expiring own, the ſacred ſeat receives 

As much judicial glory, as it gives: 

May a long life, in peace and honour trod, 
Belov'd by mankind, and approv'd of God, 
Tranſmit thy ſoul, diſburden'd of its clay, 
To the bright regions of eternal day. 


H EDWIN 


gh ( 50 ) 


EDWIN AND ANN A, 


A PAS TORAL BALLAD. 


| Days Edwin the Miller, to Ann of the Dale, 
Wil't thou liſten a while to an honeſt man's tale? 
Tho' poor my expreſſion, my heart it is true, 


A heart that ſurrenders, ſweet Maiden to you. 


II. 
Tho” humble my cottage, and cover'd with thatch, 
Good ſtore of proviſion lies under its latch ; 
My cattle breed faſt, and thank Fortune my mill, 
Except on a holiday, never ſtands ſtill. 


| III. 
My garden, now blooming, preſents to my view, 
A lively reſemblance, dear Maiden, of you, 
Where beauty and ſ weetneſs, together combine, 
Oh! perfect the likeneſs, and be alſo mine. 

IV. 


IV. 


Your cottage looks lonely, and ſeems to 
perſuade, 

The union I ſeek for, my beautiful maid ; 

Then give me thy hand, and ſubſcribing my wife, 


Make a bridegroom to night, and a lover for 
life. 


V. 


Prepoſſeſt in his favour, and happy to find 

The man ſhe eſteem'd had unlock'd all his mind, 

Tho” cbaſten'd with prudence, her ſpeaking blue 
eyes, 


Gave ſignals propitious, and thus ſhe replies. 


VI. 
Unuſed to deception, I gratefully own, 


Should I change my eſtate, it is Edwin alone, 

Whoſe offers abſtracted from intereſt or art, 

Claim precedence by right, to my hand and my 
heart. 


VII. 


(52) 


vr. 


But marriage, Tve oft beard the wiſe ones 


decline, 
As a ſtate where unnumber'd vexa tions combine; 
That ſweet without bitter, we never can prove, 
And the cares more than equal, the pleaſures of 

love, | | 


VHI. 


The wiſe ones you ſpeak of, young Edwin replies, 
Had not lips red as coral, or ſapphire blue eyes: 
No, no, deareſt Anna, not wiſdom but rage, 
For neglect in their youth, has embitter d their 
r . 8 
IX. 
Then heed not their maxims, but give me thy 
"YO... =: > 8 
In obedience to Nature's more lib ral command, 
She gave bim ber hand, which * Edwin 
impreſt . 
With a kiſs, that beſpoke all the joy in his breaſt. 
| | X. 


(. 53 ) 
Now bleſſing, and bleſt, they together improve, 
The unſpeakable tranſports of virtue and 76 1 - 
Their cattle breed faſt, and their fortunate mill 


Except on a holiday, never lies fall. 


VERSES 


(3 


P24 8 2: 


ADDRESSED To 


I 


On the Author's ſeeing two Pictures of his Painting 
for the Earl of Belvedere. 


The Subjects were, Venus and Adonis, and 
Cynthia ard Endymion. 


TROTTE R, thou eldeſt born of genuine taſte, 
Why in this iſle unjuſtly do you waſte 
Thoſe ſhining talents, which indulgent heav'n 
In ſuch profuſion to thy charge has giv'n ! 
Full well thou know'ſt, to gain their lawful prize, 
The ſons of Science quit their native ſkies, 
As if when fire- eyed Genius was begot 
Elate with bope, the proud maternal ſpot 
Had 


1 
Had vow'd the illuſtrious ofſspi ing of her womb 
Should ſpread her fame abroad, or ſtarve at 
home. 

To Albion then, thou loiterer repair, 

Nor doubt of honours and preferment there; 
There ſanction'd ſcience tunes her ſweeteſt chord, 
And active genius meets its due reward; 

In glowing tints the Britiſh Belles pourtray, 
And be the Reynolds of a ſuture day. 

Beſides, auxiliary powers thy fancy grace, 
Puzzling the pleas'd idea, where to place 

Thy fort of excellence, where genius fits, 

And leſſer beams from her bright throne emits ; 
For in thy landſcape, where the travell'd eye 
Receives deluſion for reality, 

Judgment kerſelf, of that miſtake aware, 
Would bx the ſ{iandard of perſection there; 
Till that as ſond ſuggeſtion to oppoſe, 

The human form in au ful beauty grows, 

Who ſees, unmoved, the round progreſſive 

charms, | 


In the fond ſtretching of Dione's arms ; 
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Ot the mote ſoft, yet more eſſeclire grace; 
Which Belvidera's likeneſs gives the face; 
The light judicious, breaking on the neck, 
And the looſe robe the bolder eye to check ; 


The foot that ſrom the nether folding ſwerves, 


Where anxious fondneſs ſeems to ſtring the 

2 nerves; 1 225 

The infant love, throughout whoſe perſect 
ſorm, 

Each mazy vein with real liſe ſeems warm; 

The charming youth, half tempted to employ 

The coming hour amidſt the proffer'd joy; 

Half yielding now, he meets the fond embrace, 

And half averted, eyes the fatal chaſe, 

Till Fame's mad fever n his arm, 

Jo ſpurn indignant every ſoſter charm. 

But to deſcribe the picture, would require 

Thy own, or Angelo's extatic fire; 

The ſoul of Genius breathes through ev'ry part, 

And Nature ſtartles at the force of Art; 

Like Sedly's pen, thy pencil can at will, 

By chaſte expreflive images inſlil, 

The 


($9) 
The ſweet, tho' ſubtle poiſon of deſire, 
And in the Moon's culd orbit kindle fire. 
For thee, indeed, ſhe ſhed her kindeſt beam, 


Nor bleſt Endymion, with a brighter dream : 


See the fair cloud emit the form divine, 


And proudly own the glorious thought was 


thine, 


WW 


On the Pari of his INFANT DAUGHTER 


Nor wit, nor genius, in thoſe lines have part, 
'T hey come, my Friend, verbatim, from the heatt, 


A heart, tho? full of ſorrow, known' to few, 


Which yet finds room to ſympathize with you. 
Would that my ſympathy could give 1elief, 


For none but parents know a parent's grief: 


Pve felt the pang, when Nature forced its way, 
And the big drops bedew'd the ſleeping clay; 
When every little plaything, every place, 
Where Memory's eye, her little ways could trace, 
The 


- 


. 
The impetuous torrent of my grief renew'd, 
And tottering reaſon ſaw my ſoul ſubdu'd. 
But I was left unhuſbanded, alone, 
And the green turf receiv'd each penſive moan ; 
Three tendril branches and the mother vine, 
Still prop thy liſe and round thy boſom twine. 
Then be compos'd, nor grudge the babe to God, 
Who fign'd her paſſport to his own abode ; 
He ſaw the bloſſom of diviner root, 
And to its native heaven conſign'd the fruit; 
A glorious certainty has clos'd the ſtrite 
Of Nature, ſtruggling for precarious life; 
Gladly her guardian Angel bore away 
Its precious charge, to everlaſting day. 
Look forward then, and on the wings of hope, 
Give each ſublimer thought unbounded ſcope, 
Patience, I know's a ſtoical relief, 
A cant word common, in the time of grief, 
Which monſters, deſtitute of feeling quote, 
Uſing, like parrots, what they've got by rote; 
But far for ever from a friendly heart, 


To ſtifle Nature in her tend'reſt part. 
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Thy tears, my friend, I wiſh not to reſtrain, 


They're Nature's med'cine, when the minds i 


pain ; 


Dry murmur melts to acquieſcence meek, 
When ſoft regretting drops ſteal down the cheek. 
Farewell, my eyes ſpontaneouſly atteſt a truth, 
Which ſorrow taught me in the bloom of youth. 
Farewell again, and may cb all gracious God, 
Who (cho; chaſtizing,) dips in balm the rod, 
His grace impart, tho! vexed in the ſtorm, 


His name to hallow, and bis will perform. 
. "Dis. £ 1 | z 7 
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DOCTOR SAMUEL JOHNSON. 
ENCLOSED IN 4 LETTER TO 


SIR JOSHUA REYNOLDS. 


WIN on the banks of Jordan's hallow'd 
= R 

The Heav n- wrapt Prophet's fayour'd ſervant ſtood, 

He caught a portion of th the fervid flame, 

And ſmote the water in his maſter's name, 


While 3 junior Prophets cry'd, the ſtream atteſts 
Elyab's ſpirit on Eliſha reſts. 


So, if a Bard, by ſecret impulſe led 


To ſolemn muſing, midi the bonour d dead, 
VF 2 Fix'd 
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Fix'd to this ſpot, in extacy of thought, 


Where Joaxsow's aſhes, conſecrate the vault, 

Where ſleeping Virtue reſts in holy hope, 

And teaches Death, to give idea ſcope; 

Should he, reſponſive to the worth he ſings, 

For thee, oh, Jonxsor ! tune the trembling 
| firings? 

A double poxtion of the ſacred fire 

That warm'd Thy breaſt, muſt animate his lyre. 

Man may lament, but Heaven alone can raiſe 


The numbers adequate, to Jonxsox's praiſe. 


VERSES 


SIR JOSHUA REYNOLDS; 


WITH THE PRECEDING. 


Yes, glorious artiſt, let the tak be thine; 
For Jon xsox's tomb to plan the great deſign, 
Let thy warm pencil wreathe the well-earned 


bays, 


And make immortal as his ſoul his praiſe. 
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Prince of that ſcience, whoſe enlarg'd controul, 
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Gives grace to Nature, and to Beauty ſoul. 
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Should the enclos'd effuſions of a mind 
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Sincerely grateful, thy acceptance find, 
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For him, whoſe genius like the ſruitſul Nile, 


22 1 


n 


Inrich'd the language of Heaven's ſavourite ile; 


—— — 


Accept: 


"4 3 =. — 
un” * 


—_— 


(64) 
Accept the tribute of her heart, not head. 
Who lov'd him living, and laments him dead 5 


And if our language, unreprov'd, may claim ] 
On Johnſon's monument—in Johnſon's name X 
To ſpeak her ſorrows and engrave her ſame; j . 


Do Thot, whoſe all- creative thoughts aſcend 
To Heaven itſelf, the aſpiring hope befriend N 
For Johnſon's ſake the bold deſign ſorgive 
And like the canvas, make the verſes live. 
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SIR JOSHUA REYNOLDS. 


8 I R, 

I HOPE the grateful fincerity of my deſign, 
will excuſe to the heart of Doctor Johnſon's 
friend its other imperſections; and though filenc- 
ing your judgment, find an adyocate in your 
good-nature ; for that great men make great al- 
lowances, the ever to be lamented Johnſon 
taught me. I was honoured with his friendſhip ; 
and though a ſtranger in London, his name was 
a bulwark to my endeavours. I hoped to have 
made my children liſp it. Forgive me, Sir, were 
I to follow the dictates of my heart, in telling 
you of his goodneſs, I ſhould forget the polt, and 
write a volume. 

K beg 
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I beg a line, in hopes of hearing that you are 
not diſpleaſed at the receipt of this little packet; 
and am, Sir, with my beſt wiſhes to the ſoul of 


Genius, in your perſon 
S IR, 
Your dutiful and 
Obliged Servant, 
HENRIETTA BATTI ER, 
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PARAPHRASE 


FOUR CHAPTERS, 


SOLOMON's SONG. 


WRITTEN IN THE AUTHOR's THIRTEENTH YEAR. 


TE ſong of ſongs, which Solomon, when fir'd 
With zeal prophetic, ſung, and heav'nly love : 
ins. pir'd. 
II. 


Let him the kiſſes of his mouth impart, 
Far more than wine, delightſul to the heart. 


III. 


Thy name, like ointment pour'd, diffuſes round 
Divine ſenſations, with the heavenly ſound. 


Fr augh 
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Fraught with thy love, from ſinſul paſſions free, 


The holy Virgins trim their lamps for thee. 


IV. 
Direct my wand'ring ſteps and draw me on, 
Till I approach the King of Iſrael's throne ; 
Into the Monarch's chamber Tm convey'd, 
Where joy eternal to my ſoul's diſplay'd, 
Thy great remembrance in my mind I place, 


Nor death, all-conquering, ſhall thy love effacc. 


V. 
J am black, but comely, oh ye daughter's Cair 
Of Faftern chimes, and ever temperate air, 
The Sun of righteouſneſs, with rays divine, 
Scatter'd the ſpots, and made my viſage ſhine 
As Kedar's tents, delightful to behold, 
Or ſtately palace, roof'd with burniſt'd gold, 
Rich as the gorgeous curtains ſilken ſpun, 


That grace the bed of royal Solomon. 


VI. 
For Terra's ſons I plant the tender yine, 
My Heaven trod grapes diſtil immortal wine. 
VII. 


KW. 
VII. 


Tell me, thou ſhepherd of the Eternal's flock, 
My father's might and David's ſtony rock, 
Where Ill enjoy with thine elect, inroll'd, 
One heavenly ſhepherd, one celeſtial fold. 


VIII. 
Of all God's works, Thou moſt divinely fair, 


My ſpouſe all glorious if thou know'ſt not where, 


Ere the great Sun's meridian glory's ſpent, 

Seek ſome eternal paſtor's heaven pitch'd.tent, 

There fced thy flocks, ſecure from future harm, 

By the Almighty ſhepherd's out-{tretch'd arm, 
IX. 

My everlaſting love for might, exceeds 


The proudeſt courſer of th' Egyptian ſteeds. 


X. 


Borders of gold, with ſilver ſtuds improv'd 
Shall grace the boſom of my beſt beloy'd. 


” 


Ab 
While Juda's king, with God-like wiſdom crown'd, 
At table its, all Iſrael's chiefs around, 


Immortal 


({ 5© ) 


Immortal fragrance from my ſpikenard flows, 


And heav'nly ointments perſume all my cloaths, 


XII. 


Sweet ſmelling myrrh, my well. beloved ſeems 


Neareſt my heart, and livelieſt in my dreams, 


XIII. 


Far more delightſul than the golden mines, 


Or cluſt'ring camphire by Engedi's vines. 


XIV. 


Wich ſacred truth, and majeſty array'd, 
The Almighty's wiſdom in thy form's diſplay' d, 
In heavenly orbs thy glorious eye balls move, 


Reſembling lively the celeſtial dove. 


XV- 


— 


Eterzal pleaſures on thy ſootſteps wait, 


Fair beyond fair, and excellently gieat. 
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Their golden pinions, guardian angels ſpread, 
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To form th' / glorious covering of our bed. 
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A houſe eternal in the Heaven's we'll raiſe, 


Nl 
1 The walls ſalvation and the bulwarks praiſe, Fe 
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CHAPTER 


. 


WITH heav'nly fragrance my beloved ſhews, 
The opening beauties of the Sharon roſe. 


II. 
As the celeſtial lilly, midſt the thorns; 


My everlaſting love, our land adorns. 


III. 
All glorious tree of jeſſes ſacred root, 
High crown'd with branches of immortal fruit, 


Shadow'd with glory, at the heavenly feaſt, 
Joyful I enter thy eternal reſt. 


IV. 
A welcome gueſt to thy great ſupper made, 
| Salvation's banner o'er my head diſplay'd, 


From 


( 98) 

From that life bearing and immortal tree, 
By flaming Seraphs kept from all but thee 
Almighty power of infinite controul, 


With living draughts refreſh my thirſty ſoul. 
V. 

Like branching palm, I flouriſh in the land, 

By the reſiſtleſs ſtrength of thy right hand. 
VI. 

Daughters of Jewry, to my charge attend, 


And ears obedient to my council lend, 


By all the increaſe your ſruitful barveſts vield, 


The right hand ſheep and heavenly reaper's field, | 


VII. 
Sur not the object of my ſoul's delight, 
From joys beatific in viſions bright, 


Too pure and holy for terreſtial fight: 


VIII. 


The heavenly organs of thy voice employ, 
To publiſh peace, and ſpread eternal joy; 
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Upon the lofty mountain he appears, 
And the glad tidings of ſalvation bears. 


IX. 
How beautiful thy footſteps there dif; pla y'd; 
With grace and truth, all gloriouſly array'd, 
My well beloved, as the Roe or Hart, 
Liſe ſpringing joy, does to my ſoul impart, 
While at the battlement he rears bis head, 
Celeſtial brightneſs over the windows ſpread, 
Th' unequal'd luſtre of thy heavenly hue, 
Thro' myſtic glaſs with awful joy we view. 
4 
Call'd by thy voice, my everlaſting ſpouſe 
My ſoul high ranfom'd, I from ſlumber rouſe. 
XI. 
The Winter paſt, its terrors are confin'd, 
Of rain o'erflowing or tempeſtuous wind. 
XII. 
Thy powerful breath, impregnating the earth, 
The flower's forth ſpringing, boaſt a heav'nly 
birth, 
by 


* 
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By thee, their great preſerver, thee alone, 


Array'd more gloriouſly than Solomon; 
The feather'd ſongſters of the liquid air, 
Thy great protection, with their wings declare, 


And univerſal Nature, claims thy care. 


XIII. 


"The fig- tree loaden'd, beautifies the field, 

And vines with tendrils, heavenly fragrance 
yield, 

Call'd by thy voice, I take the glorious way, 

Thy love to ſolemnize, thy power diſplay. | 


XIV. 


With healing wings, o'erſhade thy choſen flock, 
Dove-like deſcending on Salvation's rock, 

With thy bleſt countenance, my ſoul rejoice, 
And Heaven-ſtrung muſic of thy ſacred voice 
Reſulgent glories in thy viſage ſhine, 

With peerleſs majeſty and power divine, 

Th harmoniac numbers of th' angelic quire, 
Dwell on thy lips, and in thy voice conſpire. 
XV. 


- — — = 
. . 


XV. 
Abortive make the hireling's foul deſign, 
Spoil thou the ſpoiler, and protect the vine. 


XVI 
In one bleſt union, firmly we combine, 
To make me His, and Him {or ever mine, 
The dazzling whiteneſs of his robe exceeds, 


The new blown lillies among which he feeds. 


XVII. 
As Rog or Hart, their lively joys diſplay, 
On Bether's mcuntains at approaching day, 
So ſhall our ſouls rejoice when from on high, 
The day ſpring viſits and the ſhadow's fly, 
While Eaftern king's the glorious riſing wait, 
Of witnels'd light ſrom Heaven's eternal gate. 


cHAPTU 
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J. 


WW 1ILE yet unpierc'd by thine diyiner ray, 
My darken'd ſoul in gloomy viſions lay, 

To find thee out, I turn'd my erring thought, 
And thro' creation the Creator ſought. 


II. 


Thy ſpirit witnefling, with mine can prove, 


My ſoul's beſt hope was centred in thy love, 
For warfare now, with matchleſs ſtrength indu'd, 


The glorious ſearch thro? Iſrael's tents purſu'd. 


III. 
Purſu'd in vain, till with returning night, 


Return'd my longings for immortal night. 


IV. 
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IV. 


I aſk'd the heay'nly guardians of the night, 
Where my beloved took his early flight. 


V. 


Scarce had my ſoul the bleſt inquiry made, 
When robed in righteouſneſs, with truth array'd, 
My well-beloved ſtood before my fight, 


| 
Beaming, tranſcending rays of heav'nly light, : 
I caught th' eternal treaſure of my heart, 
Nor ſrom the ſacred ſtrong-hold will depart, 
Till mother Earth, thy omniſcience own, 
And kindred worlds acknowledge thee alone. 


VI. 
Daughters of Iſrael, by the Patriarch's name, 
And right of bleſt inheritance ye claim, | 
By all the drops of firſt and latter rain, 
The new caly'd hind, and multiplying grain, 
Charg'd by thoſe heavenly bleſſings, do not rouſe 
My well-beloved ard eternal ſpouſe, 
From that bleſt viſion where he flumb'ring lies, 
A Sabbath Sun, all gloriouſiy to riſe. 


VII. 


CW 


VII. 


In perfect beauty, from the deſart comes, 


Sweeter than bleſt Arabia's dropping gums; 

A form divine, eclipſing mortal light, 

As ſmoak in pillars, dazzling to the fight ; 
Like that great pillar, whoſe myſterious gloom, 


Led Pharaoh's ſquadrons to their watry tomb, 


: . eas Seas es 


What time the ſword of Juſtice was drawn out, 


And ranſonrd Iſrael, took their midnight rout. 


VIII. 


Behold the gorgeous hangings of that bed, 
With royal purple and embroidery ſpread, 
Where Judah's monarch wrapt in ſleep profound, 


With three times twenty, valiant Hebrews round : 


IX. 
Whoſe hardy breaſts, for warlike deeds prepar'd, 
Compos'd King Solomon's noGturnal guard, 
Whoſe inmoſt ſoul, with ſacred knowledge 
traught, | 


His Father's God, in midnight vißon's fought. 


X. 
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X. 
See David's for, in Iſrael's chariot move; 


Bright pav'd for Zion, with immortal love; 


That glorious chariot, that with reverend awe, 


By Heaven-bred courſers drawn, Elijah ſaw, 


On ſprings divine the ſhining axes rowÞ'd, 


The covering purple, and the pillars gold: 
XI. 


Now Iſrael's daughters, bail the glorious hour, 


That veſts your monarch with eternal power, 
With that bleſt diadem, teſcrv'd by Heaven; 
On the great day of his eſ pouſab's given, 
Her firſt- born Son the holy mother crown'd, 


While ſcepter'd monarchs made obeiſance round. 


CHAPTER 


2 


r 


I, 


Fal R as the morning rob'd in orient light, 

My well-beloved opens to the ſight, 

Thy heavenly eyes ſerenely glorious move, 

As on the water mov'd the myſtic dove, 

When Day ſprang forth ſrom the impregnant 
womb, 

Of ancient Night's impenetrable gloom, 

The flowing hair that ſhades thy viſage bright, 

Like flocks deſcending from Mount Geleads 
height. 


IT. 


Thy teeth, like fleecy herds, that water'd come 
With lambs unblemiſh'd, to their ſhearing. dumb, 
Their bleſt encreaſe the ſruitful mothers yield, 
Like Jacob's ring ſtreak'd in his ſather's field. 

M III. 
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III. 


Thy op'ning lips, like threads of ſcarlet ſhew, 
Whence ſacred Truth's divineſt precepts flow, 
Thy awful brow with circling azure crown'd, 


Like the pom'granates branching beauties round. 


IV. 
Thy neck, like David's tower, by Heaven defizn'd, 


The glorious armoury, to ſhield mankind, 
Where hang a thouſand bucklers ſhining bright, 
The faithful weapons of unequal'd might, 

So in thy form, the Almighty's power's confeſt, 
And all his judgments on thy ſhoulders reſt, 

V. 
As fondly nouriſhing her new-born Roes, 
The Mother Hind, with milky treaſure flows, 


So firſt bleſt Iſrael, on thy boſom feeds, 
While twin-born Eſau, his loſt birthright pleads. 


VI. 
Till back to Chaos the dark ſhades are hurl'd 


And light celeſtial, gilds the wond'ring world, 
On 
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On ſpicy hills, the Eaſtern Magi toll, 


And myrrh-grown mountains, of their fragrance 
ſpoil, | 
The gather'd frankincenſe to offer there, 
Where vows aſcend, and Heaven accepts our 
Prayer. 
VII. | 
In thy bleſt form, with ſpotleſs truth array'd, 
The hand pre-eminent of Heaven's diſplay'd, 
Fair as Creation, when it open'd firſt, 


Ere tempted Woman made the ſoil accurſt. 


VIII. 

See from Amano's top, my beavenly love, 
The beaſts aſſembling, thro' the ſoreſt move, 
The mountain leopards, view from Shinar's 

height, 
And dens that guard the lions from our fight, 
Who nightly roaring thro? the hollow wood, 
in Nature's voice, petition God for food; 
From thence my ſpouſe, to Libna's lacred nove, 
And plight the vows of everlaſting love. 


IX 
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IX. 


Thy love more grateful than the yielding vine, 
Whoſe grapes freſh trod diſtil ambroſial wine. 


X. 


Immortal ſcribes, my everlaſting ſpouſe, 


In Heaven's fair regiſter, record our vows. 


XI. 


Sacred to Thee, the precious ointment's boaſt, 


Perfumes ſuperior to Arabia's coaſt. 


XII. 


How fair thy love, my Heaven bethroth'd ſpouſe, 


Bride of my ſoul, and fiſter of my vows. 


XIII. 


A garden's bleſt incloſure thou doſt ſeem, 
A well of water, and a living ſtream, 
A ſpring ſhut up, a heavenly fountain ſeal'd, 


With life immortal, in its courſe reveal'd. 


( 8s ) 
XIV. 
The plants divine of thy Almighty hand, 
Spread like pom'granates, in a fruitful land, 


By thy ſuſtaining ſtrength, each ſacred root, 


Sends in due ſeaſon forth its heavenly fruit. 


XV. 
Calumnas ſpikenard, and the precious ſtore, 
Of balmy ſpices from Arabia's ſhore, 
In thee their ſweetneſs, with their ſtrength 
combine, 
To form one power, all- gracious and divine, 
Oh! living fountain, that derives thy courſe, 
From the ſpring head of life's exhauſtleſs 
ſource, 
Whoſe ſtreams do thoſe of Libanon excel, 


Samaria's glory, or the Patriarch's well. 
XVI. 
Wake, oh! North wind, upon my garden 
blow, | 
Till ſofter South make all the ſpices grow, 


Then my beloved, try each heavenly root, 


Thy garden view, and eat immortal fruit. 
| LINES 


men TE 
Mz. HUNT E R. 
OF STAFFORD-STREET, 


ON SKEING A 


MADONA AND CHILD OF HIS PAINTING. 


SOFT as thy manners, gentle as thy heart, 
Thy work I view, and quite forget tis art, 
Expreſſion's ſelf, with every living grace, | 

| Speaks to the ſoul from Mary's heavenly face, 
Veil'd by the filken laſh, the ſwelling tear 

Of anxious fondneſs and prophetic fear, 

Stands like a dew-drop tremulous—unſhed, 
While for ſupport ſhe leans her ſacred head 

Cn 


(% ) 
(In awful ſanctitude ſerenely mild) 
Upon her God, her Saviour, and her child, 
Whoſe infant ſmiles ineffable, diſplay 
The filial Deity, inſhrin'd in clay. 
On other themes, my friend, the Artiſt's ſkill 
May paint from Nature, and improve her ſtill ; 
But Subjects, Hux RR, ſuch as thoſe, require 
What thou haſt caught,—the warmth of heavenly 

fire; 

Our hearts (reſponſive to the picture) prove, 
The ſacred myſtery of redeeming love: 
Truth, Reaſon, Nature and Religion join, 


To prove thy Genius, like thy Work—divine. 


THE 
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PAINTERS FAREWELL 


3 


THz Night now yielding to ſuperior force; 
Had more than meaſur'd half her ſable courſe, 
When reſtleſs on his couch Apelles lay 
Wiſhing and watching, ſor the ſtreaks of day; 


But not on Fancy's pinions to arreſt 

Its dewy eye-lids in the bridal Eaſt; 

Nor yet to trace the glorious orb of day, 

With ſtrengthen'd majeſty, purſue his way ; 

Ah! no, he watch'd the morning clouds, to find 
If yet they trayell'd with a Weſtern wind; 

Long 


( 8 ) 
Long bad this Child of Science, born the ting 
Of pamper'd Ignorance, whoſe waſpiſh wing 


Flapp'd quaint caprice into the eyes of Taſte, 
And lald the avenues of Genius waſte. 

One arbitrary planet rul'd his birth, 

And marr'd his fortune—'twas the planet Earth, 


His native Earth, which wiſer mortals ſcorn, 


* 


(As well a Patriot as a Painter born.) 


Apelles loy'd, and lov'd without return; 3 

But now he bids a thankleſs land farewel, 

Reſolv'd the patriot paſſion to repel, 

And with the wreck of Genius, to explore 

A kinder fortune, on a diſtant ſhore. 

For this Apelles watch'd with anxious care, 

The grey-ey'd morn, whoſe dawning ſhew'd him 
where 

His favorite Pallet, on the Eaſel hung 

in filent ſadneſs, like a lute unſtrung, 

While round that table of its maſter's thought, 

The cunning ſpider had inſidious wrought ; 


Rouz'd at this inſult ſrom the inſect race, 


He clear'd the cobweb from its olive face, 


N Clcar, 
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Clear, but not bright, its olive ſace appears, 
For the wet kerchief @wn'd Apelles tears; 


Strong by reſtraint, the current of his ſoul, 


| No longer brooks the ſtoical controul 
| Of ſullen filence, but in accents broke 
| 


By frequent ſighs, his Pallet thus beſpoke. 


Thou dear companion of thoſe halcyon days, 
When fame was fortune, and true honour praiſe ; 
When Hope's gay plumage, fledg'd the wings of 

Youth, | 
When Power with Genius walk'd, and Taſte with 
Truth; 
"Twas then thy breaſt receiv'd each glowing tint, 
When young ey'd Fancy, from Creation's mint 
Of Grace and Nature, caught th' enlivening dyes 
Lips ruby tinctur'd and love darting eyes; 
Then Truth and Genius open'd all her ſtore, 
To paint Heaven's likeneſs in its favorite Gore, 
The anſwering tints did like his virtues blend 
Of human nature, both the judge and friend. 
Oh! time remember'd with a pleafing ſigh, 
A ſoft unſpeakable anxiety. 


( 83 ) 


To Heaven with Gore the warmer virtues fled. 
And left us ſhivering in this age of lead. 


Farewel, thou ſharer of thy maſter's heart, 
The wind now blows a ſignal to depart. 


Farewel, again, and may ſome friendly hand, 
In this dear native, tho ungrateful land, 
Set round thy colours with deſery'd ſucceſs, 
And copy Nature in her faireſt dreſs. 
But may he let no pert unmeaning thumb, 
Within this dear, this magic circle come; 
But of Apelles favorite Pallet take 
The care, that he did, for A pelles ſake, 
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GODEFREY's 
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GODFREY S PRAYER 


TASSO's JERUSALEM. 


VERSIFIED 1x Txt AUTHOR's SEVENTEENTH YEAR. 


FATHER and Lord by whoſe divine command, 
The firſt great leader of thy choſen band, 

To ſhew thy glory, and ſuſtain thy flock, 
Smote ſtreaming waters from the ſtony rock; 

To Godfrey now, as then to Moſes lend 

Thine ear, all Gracious, and our camp defend. 
Alike diſtreſt, O God f ſend like relief, 

The cauſe as glorious is, tho? not the chief, 
Whether by miracle or nature wrought, 


Lord God of Hoſts, allay the parching drought. 
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5 WRITTEN 
1 
JJ» HAV Yx 
3 


DEATH OF A BROTHER. 


ACCEPT, my Ellifon, my much loy'd friend. 

The only tribute Las yet can ſend, 

Accept the tribute of a heart ſincere, 

The kindred ſigh, the ſympathetic tear; 

Oſt, when immers'd in agonizing grief, 

Thy tender care has given my ſoul relief, 

Thy ſoft ſociety diſpell'd my woe, 

And tears, when You were by, forgot to flow; 

Oh! then take back the councils you have given, 

Nor wiſh your brother from the Joys of Heaven, 

At that dear name, till ſwells the chryſtal flood. 

That brother more than by the ties of blood, 
EY Has 


6869 
Has drawn thoſe tears which Piety refus'd, 
When Fortune flighted thee and friend miſus'd 
Let Fortune's followers live upon her ſmiles, 
And gold reward the wretches it beguiles ; 
Truſt thou my friend to his unerring might, 
Who all to him, ſubmitted orders right, 
To him, who moſt the contrite heart approves, 
And wiſely chaſtens every child he loves; 
Their wealth, who in the maze of error ſtray * 
Shall leave them helpleſs, at that awful day, 
When the laſt judgment fits in dread array 
Oh! then keep Innocence, embrace it faſt, 
For that alone, ſhall bring thee peace at laſt; 
Farewel, my Elliſon, my much loyed friend, 
May every bleſſing on thy ſteps attend, 
Protect thee here, till we hereafter meet, 
By ſpecial mercy, in the vacant ſeat 


bl 


Of ſome fallen cherubim, whom pride o'erthrew, 
Till then ſweet girl, thy Harriot bids adieu. 
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ON THE DEATH OF 


LADY TOWN NE 


IN THE AUTHOR's SIXTEENTH YEAR. 


Tu E awful bell, to ſhake the trembling ſoul, 
Proclaims the dreadful march with triple toll; 
Methinks all Nature, ſympathizing bleeds, 
While Townſhend's corſe in ſolemn ſtate proceeds; 
Oh ! mourning muſe, thy inſpiration lend, 
With Pomp of ſadneſs, to bewail a friend, 
Pour in each line ſome variegated woe, 

In ſorrowing numbers like thy own to flow; 
Tho' Townſhend fleeps, immortal be her fame, 
Her life uncqual'd, and rever'd her name, 

Oſt did her hand the hungry ſoul ſupply, 


Diſcern'd alone by God's all-ſeeing eve, 


Thoſe 
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Thoſe grateful offerings, oft in ſecret giv'n, 


Find now (as promiſed) their reward in Heaven, 


Her beautcous Form, which ſpoke the Eternal's 


might, 


2 Sbone with reflected rays ſrom in ward light; 


Her Face, which nature did with pains adorn, 

Open' d like ſun-ſhine on the growing morn, | 

'The band of Heaven, which form'd her from 
the womb; 

And planted virtue in her eaulieſt bloom, 


Mingl'd throughout that ſymmetry of ſace, 


| A bleſt infuſion of diviner grace; 
Nor drew I this deſcription midſt a crowd 
Olf gaping ſycophants, that round her ſtood. 


Prophetic of its change, her towering mind, 


Shun'd all the tinſel glories of mankind, 
Held with becoming dignity her ſtate, 
Alternately diſplaying, Good and Great. 


| What conſolation to thy afflidted Lord 


For ſuch a loſs, can earth's wide bounds afford ? 


'That gift and heritage, all gracious Heaven, 
In the dear pledges of thy love hath given; 


io 
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No more let Grief's inceſſant torrent flow, 
But on her offspring all that love beſtow, 
Till ripe in years, nor leſs mature in ſenſe, 
You'll ſee diſplay'd, their mother's excellence, 
Delighted view each growing great deſire, 
Contribute joy to their illuſtrious fire, 
Gather'd in peace, for God-like deeds renown'd, 
Thine head with length of days and laurels 

crown'd, 
Thou to unite her, go belov'd of all 


In one bleſt viſion, till the foldiers call. 


O ADDRESSED 
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40 0k 248 2-0 
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REVEREND D. 1 ., 


IN THE YEAR, 1787. 


O H! heavenly Muſe, to my requeſt incline, 
And ſwell my numbers to their great deſign, 
The grateful tribute crown with thy eſteem, 
My gracious Patron, my glorious theme: 

Put, Oh! forgive me, in a bolder flight, 
Than Milton's ſoaring *bove the Aonian height, 
To him the muſe a nightly journal brought 
Of Heaven's tranſactions, and the battles fought 
By warring angels, ranged in dread array, 
Ihe ſword of Michael, and the fiend's diſmay ; 
Trac'd the grand rebel to his ſerpent form, 


When ruined Adam curſt the ſubtle worm: 
To 
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To me, ſtill more indulgent, ſhe has ſung 


Moſaic wiſdom, with an Aaron's tongue ; 
Deſires like thine were to the leader given, 
When in the gap he ſtay'd the wrath of Heaven, 
Divinely eloquent, You teach its will, 

And every duty you enforce fulhl, 

Nor more by precept than example try, 

On earth to fix immortal charity; MD 
Witneſs when thy approach, our dwelling chear'd, 
And ſtood between us, and the ſtorm we fear'd, * 
But oh! what force of language can impart, 
The ſtrong ſenſations of a grateful heart, 

But may that power, to whoſe all-ſeeing eye, 
The hearts moſt deep receſſes open lie, 

May He, himſelf, thy plenteous table ſpread, 
And with the promiſed oil anoint thine head, 

In bleſſing bleſs thee, and each coming year, 
With new delight thy babitation chear, 

Reward the goodneſs he alone inſpir'd, 

With all that Heaven ere gave, or man defir'd ; 
Theſe are my hopes, do thou my fears prevent, 


Nor ſcorn the humble tribute I preſent. 


THE 
* Alluding to a fignal a& of benevolence, 


FOLLOWING LINES, 


ADDRESSED 
FOR 
FAVOURS RECEIVED 


UPON AN 


INTERESTING OCCASION. 


OTH O U, my BenefaQtor and my Friend, 
Accept the only tribute J can ſend, 

Which, tho' unpoliſhed by the rules of art, 
Unſhakled allo, ſpeaks the owner's heart, 


Where grateſul thoughts in ſuch ſenſations join, 


As words muſt injure, tho' the words were thine. 
For, oh! what force of language can expreſs, 


The ſigh that thanks you, or the tears that bleſs, 
That 


1 


That boundleſs energy that ſwells the ſoul, 

Beyond its clay, diſdains the fond controul 

Of meaſured numbers, and can only plead 

With thee (like Heaven) the intentions for the 
deed. 

Forgive the grateful then, tho” bold deſizn, 

And by acceptance, make the verſe divine ; 

And may each comfort of the coming year 

Be thine, my friend, and their's whom you hold 
dear ; 

May every earthly bleſſing pave the road, 

To- that glad welcome in the bleſs'd abode, 

Which to God's favour'd ſervants ſhall be given, 


Of come, ye bleſſed, to the joys of Heaven, 
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AN 


IMPROMPTU ANSWER, 


BEING RECEIVED, I PRESUME TO INSERT IT, 


1 \ 


Way force me to explore a barren mind, 


In ſearch of virtues which I cannot find? 


Thy prayers, thy praiſes, tho' I read with joy, | 
Yet conſcious bluſhes bring a great alloy ; 

The eaſy numbers and the thoughts are thine, 

O! that the character was as truly mine, 


Then, ſhould I riſe, immortal as your pen, 


By God approved of, and beloy'd by men, 
January 1, 1790. 


THE 
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Tris day, the birth-day of the year and mine, 

May every ſocial happineſs be thine ; 

May lengthen'd bleſſings Time himſelf beguile, 

Large as thy heart and pointed as thy ſlile. 

Ten thouſand thanks for thy ennobling verſe, 

Which tongues of angels might with pride 
rehearſe. 

But why, my friend, my ſacred patron, why 

The inmate virtues of thy ſoul deny ? 

Have I not ſeen thy ſpeaking eyes in vain, 

The drops of pity ſtruggling to reſtrain ? 

While mercy deck'd thy unaffected face, 


With more than beauty, a diviner grace 
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Fluſh'd every feature, while thy words diftill'd 
Like morning dew drops on a thirſty field, 
Refreſhing comforts o'er the aching breaſt, 


And every ſorrow was beguil'd to reſt. 


Appror'd of Heaven, then may'ſt thou ever be, 
And loy'd by mankind, as thou'rt lov'd by me! 


TO 


1 


TO THE SAME 


HONOURED FRIEN D, 


On his going to viſit his Living, in the Dioceſe of Clogher. 


Formerly poſſeſſed by Archdeacon Parnell, and wwhere he wrote 
his much celebrated Poem of the Hermit, 


FAREWEL awhile, my honour'd Friend, 
May health and peace thy ſteps attend, 
To that wild ſpot of genial earth, 


Which gave the reverend Hermit birth, 


Thither, dear Sir, my ardent Muſe, 
On fancy's wing thy ſtep purſues, 
While young ambition prompts my breaſt, 


To breathe to thee one fond requeſt : 


P Far 
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Far in that wild, where Parnel felt 
The Muſes power, and with her dwelt, 


From off the Poet's ſacred tree, 
There ſet by Him, now prun'd by Thee, 
Wilt thou, to grace my humble lays, | 


Send me a leaf of genuine Bays? 


The pride of this attempt forgive, 
And by thy anſwer make it live. 


Do, deareſt Sir, in numbers tell, 


That I am forgiven, and Thou art well, 
April 12, 1790, 


( 169 ) 


1 


f 1 


S PRIG OF BAY 8, 


OCCASIONED THE FOLLOWING ANSWER. 


Wor'p Parnel's Muſe deſcend ſo low, 
To aid an humble verſe like mine, 
The praiſes of my friend ſhould flow 


In ftrains of harmony divine. 


But tho? unconſcious I may feel, 
Unequal to the mighty theme, 

My heart ſtill prompts with ardent zeal, 

To tell the world of H——t's fame. 
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Thy ſtyle, bleſt emblem of thy mind, 
Gives tranſport to the reader's heart, 


Where every grace they're ſure to find, 
Beſt gifts of Nature and of Art. 


Shou'd imag'ry thy fancy pleaſe, 
Enraptur'd thoughts we then may view, 
While Nature liſtens to thy lays, 


And own's a ſecond ſelf in you. 


But if to graver thoughts inclined 
Your pious Muſe, new ſtrings her lyre; 

On holy wing you raiſe the mind, 
And fill it with ſeraphic fire. 


In ſatyr too, thy ſhaſts how keen, 
When Vice demands it from thy pen, 
While Virtue's praiſe is not unſeen, 


Deſctibed by you, 'tis lov'd by men. 


( 109 ) 


Then aſk no more a ſprig from Parnell's bays, 
The tree, itſelf, would ſcarce reward thy lays; 
While in the ſhade of thy protecting name, 


My feeble lines eſcape the critic's blame. 


Thus George's image ſtampt on braſs, 


Makes tbat baſe ignoble metal paſs.— 


T 0 


ON HIS 


RETURN TO DUBLIN. 


4 


Tu O' Parnel's Muſe has leſt his cell, 
With thee, my friend, in town to dwell, 
And on thy partial verſe has hung, 
Each beauty of Poetic ſong; 

Let ſtill undaunted, I aſpire 
To tune for Thee my artlefs lyre, 


For tho' to Fame's reſiſtleſs charms, 


My heart ne'er beat with vain alarms, 
Yet ſtill I feel an honeſt pride, 
A joy I would not with to hide, 
To 
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To ſee my name receive a grace, 
Which time or envy can't efface; 

Thy flowing numbers ftill impart, 
Such kind ſenſations to the heart, 

As You, and only You convey, 

In all you either write or ſay, 
Harmontous tranſport ſwells each line, 
And but the ſubject, all's Divine, 
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TO THE SAME 


HONOURED FRIEN D, 


DRINKING GOATS“ WHEY IN WICKLOW, BUT INTENDING 
TO REMOVE TO BATH, 


MA health, firſt bleſſing of the human heart, 


Its mant'ling vigour to thy veins impart: 


J. 


At Wicklow's mountains ever clear, 
Which (by Creation's charter given) 
To breathe on high a purer air, 


Exhale the breeze direct from Heaven, 


II, 
May joys as bright, tho? not ſo fleet, 


As ſummer's genial ſuns attend, 


Wherc'er the earth receives thy feet, 


My ever lov'd and honour'd friend, 


III. 
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III. 


May Nature dreſs'd in all her charms, 
And ſocial bliſs devoid of guile, 
Spread out to thee their kindred arms, 


To keep thee in our parent iſſe. 


IV. 


What charms has Bath's exotic mien, 
To Wicklow's heav'n- arch'd brow deny'd, 
Where native health a virgin queen, 


Deals virtuous love and honeſt pride. 


V. 
Superior to the min'ral ſpring, 
The fruitful kine in every field, 
While at their teats the laſſes ſing, 
Their milky treaſures freely yield. 
VI. 


* 


For muſic too on mounting wing, 
Aſcend the feather'd warbling band, 
In Nature's voice, his praiſe to ſing, 


Whoſe clouds drop fatneſs o'cr the land. 
Q VII. 
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VII. 
And ſurely, Sir, the pump-room . 
Muſt ne'er diſpute my ardent claim, 
To thy attention and regard 
My Patron and my theme. 


1 


3 8 X M 4 


On returning from a viſit to him at his Houſe in Wicklow, 
Where the Author borrowed Dr. Young's Satyrs, 


IN ſpite of all that Voung has ſaid, 

In that epiſtle which J read, 

The other night returning home, 

From ſcenes where fancy loves to roam; 

In ſpite of all the bitter ſtings 

With which that hanger-on of kings, | 
Transfix'd the race of ſcribbling things ; 

In ſpite of all he ſaid or ſung, 

My pen as flippant as my tongue, 

Lays hold upon this offer'd time, 


To write to thee, and write in rhyme. 


But ſurely in thy gen'rous breaſt, 
My many imperfections reſt, 


Thy 


C0 } 


Thy friendſhip takes my feeble part, 
And for the head accepts the heart; 
Friend of that heart, whoſe honour'd name 
Like incenſe feeds a grateful flame, 
May countleſs bleſſings ſweet as ſong, 
Thy lov'd, thy valu'd life prolong ! 

MF May peace and health for ever wait, 
As porters at thy friendly gate 


The modeſt manſion there we ſee, 
And all its owner's worth in thee. 
That caſe which Beauty's ſelf muſt wog 
To point her charms, was born with yon, 
No labour'd periods ſpoke by rule, 
Betray you ever went to ſchool, 
For Nature gave thy words ſuch grace, 
Each finds with eaſe a proper place. 
If round thy board the chearſul tale 
And harmleſs jeſt a while prevail; 
No learn'd looks that ſeem to ſeek 
For wiſer ſubjects, tinge the cheek. 
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Of dappl'd Mirth, aſham'd to ſee 


Its union with Simplicity ; 

Ah no! thy words and looks diſpenſe 
Good-humour, ripen'd with good ſenſe. 
Thy learning, ever honour'd friend, 
Was given thee for a nobler end, 

To reſcue from ſchiſmatic rage, 

The truths of inſpiration's page, 

And by religion's ſilver light, 

To ſet her faithful follow'rs right; 
For when you ope the ſacred text 
Where erring Reaſon reads perplext, 
You make each heav'nly truth appear 
So like itſelf ſublime and clear, 

That Parnel's angel ſtands conſeſt, 
And every doubt ſorſakes the breaſt. 


T O 


REQUESTING A 


| | 
| THESES 34M Hh 
| 
f 


FRIEND SEHIp, thou bond and cement of the 
ſoul, 
Heaven's honey'd drop in Nature's ſickly bow] ; 


1 Thou ſpark ethenal, ſent us from above, 
| As the bright emblem of immortal love, 
h Clear as the filver Moon's reſplendent ray, 


And vital as the glorious orb of day. 


This heavenly Nectar, known to ſew, 


This healing drop, I found with 70. 
Tell 
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Tell me then, and tell me true, 
Shall I find it ſtill with Tou ? 
And ſhall I ſtill be let to fip, 


The hallow'd drop with grateful lip ? 


A 
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n 


ON THE 


PERFORMANCE 


OF THE 


REV. DOCTOR STRATFORD's TRAGEDY 
OF LORD RUSSEL. 


Performed by Gentlemen, at the Theatre-Royal, Drury-Lane, 
By command of his Majeſty, in the year 1784, Auguſt 27. 


I. 
IN Drury-Lane, 


Renown to gain, 

A Tragedy was acted ; 
But thoſe who play'd, 
And he who made 

It, ſurely were diſtracted. 


II. 


IL 


Their merits all, 


Both great and ſmall, 
Deſerve to be rewarded ; 
And if this verſe, 


You will rehearſe, 


You'll hear their fame recorded. 


III. 
Indeed the king, 


I will not ſing, 

His part docs not amuſe me; 
A better place, 
I hope he'll grace, 


So beg he'll here excuſe me. 


IV. 


The Duke of Vork,“ 
As fat as pork, 
Look'd comely at a diſtance; 
R So 


* A Yorkthire Attorney. 
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So ſtiff he bow'd, 
And ſtamp'd ſo loud, 


As if he ſcorn'd reſiſtance. 


A 
ag 
3 
* 
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V. 
Quite out of breath, 
For Ruſſel's death, ; 
To Charles he came a chaffing; 2 
But when deny'd, | 
His Highneſs cry'd, 4 


Oh mercy | what a laughing. 
VI. 
One hundred miles, 
The whim beguiles 
The too believing Bedford, * 


Whoſe honeſt heart, 
Oft play'd a part, 


As oft his pocket paid for't. 
VII. 


* An old Gentleman who came from Bath, to play the part 
of Bedford. 
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VII. 


A + 
"_ * 


| And tho” the piece, 
Where Rome and Greece 


TE lg 
* 


- * 
1 


Seem'd petty towns to London, 
Made Bedford ſpeak, 
Tho? not in Greek, 


Things where plain ſenſe was undone. 


WS 3 


VIII. 


*T was not his fault, 
Nor was the thought, 

Of wine in conduits flowing,“ 
The jovial treat, 
In every ſtreet, 

Was not of his beſtowing. 

IX. 

Ihe Female wight, + 
Who in a fright, 

Came ſereeching to her Daddy. 

Tis 
* An expreſſion in the play. 


+ The Author herſelf performed the part of Lady Ruſſel ; 


2 firſt ſcene repreſented her running willy to Lord Ruſſel's 
ather. 
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Tis true her part, 


She had by heart, 
O hone! no blame to Paddy. 


þ 


She watch'd her cue,“ 
For whil—lil—loo, 

Which did the audience frighten. 
The Iriſh cry, 


Ne'er came fo nigh, 
The aſtoniſf'd ears of Wrighten. + 


XI. 
The buf y Judge, $ 
While he did trudge, 
Like any hackney prancer ; 
Vow'd with a ſmile, 
He'd rather file, 
The crofleſt bill and anſwer. 


XII. 


* Her cue was really a ſcrecch. 


+ Mr. Wrighten was ſo kind as to act as prompter, in ord* 
to aſſiſt the Author of the Tragedy. 


A Lawyer performed the part of Judge Jeffryes. 


XII. 
And at the play, 


I heard him pray, 

Of Lord Chief Juſtice Phebus; 
If he approv'd, 
To have him mov'd, 


By a dramatic habeas; 


XIII. 


r 
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Lach, Abd 


When Sydney came, * 


*Rapt in a flame, 


_ 
r 


Of patriotic fury; 
With noble rage, 


The nectar'd page, 
He quoted to the jury, 
XIV. 
But Supple Jack, + 


Swore white was black, 


In ſpite of galtant Sydney ; 
Vet 


* Mr. Lawrence played the part of Algernon Sydney; whom 
the author of the play makes quote {ome expreſſions of Marcus 
Brutus. 


+ The part of Lord Howard was played by a young Gen- 


tleman whoſe name was Jolin Sopple. 
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Yet on my troth, 
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I believe the oath, 


| Stuck ſtrangely in his kidney, I 
| XV. | 
For he no more : 

The title wore, 

But gave it up with pleaſure, 

When Monheur Thimble “ ; 


Stept in nimble, 


And of the part took meaſure. 


XVI. 


How be it the firſt 
Was not the worſt, 
Nor was the laſt a coward; 


With courage brave, 


He ſtrove to ſave 


A remnant of Lord Howard. 


XVIII, 


— 


* Mr. Supple laying down the part, an eminent French 


Taylor performed it the ſucceeding nights. 
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F XVII. 

Like Father Paul, 

In convent hall, 

Our Friar look'd enchanting; 


| The well-fed grace 
; | Of ſhape and face, 
Was not in Peters wanting.“ 
1 XVIII. 
But O! alas, 
It came to pals, 
+ The Friar lack'd temptation ; 
He leſt his book, 


And eke the Duke, 


: an, * 6 F ed "xx 8" _ c 
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And read his recantation. 


8 


N T1" 
Ala. 


To Peters beads, 
There now ſucceeds, - 


A Monk of ſtudy quicker ; $ 


2 as 
2 


Wy 
* The part of Father Peters was performed by Major 8 „Kcs. 


T Major Sykes alſo laid down his part on the ſccond night. 
A ſtrange Gentleman, the immediate reverſe” of Mejor 
Sykes, took up the part. 


O21) 00h 44 ie dns; od tee 
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They ſaid as how, 


He made a vow, 


Of never taſting liquor. 


XX. 


This new Divine, 
With Moorheld whine, 


Had much intrinſic merit; 


And all agree, 
No fleſh had he, 
To war againſt the ſpirit. 
XXI. 
Wich vengeful dirk, 
They preſſ'd a Kirk,“ 


Into the curious quarrel; 


Whoſe real name 
Is crown'd with faine, 


And never dying laurel. 


XXII. 


The ſheriff's ſpeech, 
Indeed did reach, 
The title of heroic ; 


t 


— 


TI with 
The part of Kirk was performed by a Mr. Elliot. 
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I wiſh the prieſt, | 
Had made at leaſt, 
Lord Ruſſel more a ſtoic. 


XXIII. 
With looks ſedate, 


To meet his ſate, 
And not ſo much grimacing; 
But he poor man, 
Divided ran, 
Twixt praying and embracing; 
XXIV. 
The parting ſtriſe, 
*Twixt deareſt life, 
Papa and his Preceptor, { 
Whoſe pious care, 
Tho? in deſpair, 
From falling down had kept her. 


S XXIV. 


The part of Lord Ruſſel was performed by a Mr. Horn of 
the Temple. 


The part of Hubert, Preceptor to Lord Ruſſel, was per- 
formed by Henry Lucas, Eſq; fon to the late celebrated Dr. 
Lucas, who alſo wrote and ſpoke an occaſional addreſs, which 
had infinite merit. | 
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Compos'd a ſcene, 
| I do not mean | 
To hurt by ballad painting, : 


Off Ruſſel popt, 
Down Rachael dropt, 
To practice play-houſe fainting. 
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VW 


TO THE PRECEDING 


TRAGEDY or LORD RUSSEL, 


WRITTEN AND SPOKEN BY THE AUTHOR OF THIS WORK, 
WHO PERFORMED THE PART OF LADY RUSSEL. 


3 AS one who ſcapes the horrors of a dream, 
6 And hails with grateſul joy the morning beam, 
so have 1 'ſcap'd the more than Stygian flood 
Of tyrants ſcorn, and a lov'd huſband's blood; 
; Scap'd with delight from dark ideal pain, 

Io the true bleſſings of the preſent reign, 

Where every virtue ſparkles round the throne, 
With native worth and beauty all our own; 
Thus, tho my veſſel was on danger's brink, 


Bound for its Cape, good hope, ſhall never fink. 


And let creation's Lords ſay what they will, 
Thank Heaven we have the odds of talking ſtill, 
Elſe 
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Elſe how could I, the tragic buſineſs over, 


So ſoon the powers of utterance recover; 
Like Milton, caſt on evil times and tongues, 
My part required prodigious ſtrength of lungs , 
One lonely female, through five acts to brave, 
On Sorrows ocean, each tempeſtuous wave, 
With no kind pilot in the tragic ſtorm, 
Where grief aſſaulted me in every form, 
Thrown by our Author on that hectic age, 
Of lawleſs appetite, and bigot rage, 
I freely own, the melancholy part 
Has left a mournſul ſomething at my heart, 
A ſoft regretting languor quite unfit 
For this attempt, where chaſte, yet ready wit, 
Should like the lightning of thoſe radiant eyes, 
Correct, delight, enliven and ſurprize. 
Wild are my numbers, and my ſeelings quick, 
Nor have I yet acquir'd one playhouſe trick; 
Yet real Genius will vouchſafe to blend, 
Nay, loſe the critic, in the generous friend; 
And 


* Addreſſed to the Boxes, which were uncommon) 


crowded. 


* 
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In friendſhip's cauſe, a volunteer I came, 


Intreating pity, yet ſubmiſs to blame; 

And tho' a ſtranger to dramatic lore, 

I but preſume to tremble on this floor, 

Yet the great motive which inſpires my heart, 
Might to a Siddons ſome new charm impart, 
Extend her Fame, if wider it can ſpread, 
And add the faireſt laurel to her head ; 

Away then Fear, Deſpondency and Doubt, 
My better angel's drive ſuch traitors out, 
Eommand our labours, and let your deſire, 
Forbid that Ruſſel ſhould again expire; 

The dragon Cenſure's wakeful eye-lids ſteep, + 


* 


Create and lengthen the dread monſter's ſleep, 
While we the harveſt of his ſlumbers reap. 
So ſhall our Author find his honour'd piece, 


| 


By your protection prove a Golden Fleece. 


The above Epilogue was taken down in ſhort hand the Night 
it was ſpoken, and printed (not by the Author's deſire) in 
the London Papers. | 
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POETICAL OUT-LINE 


OF THE LATE CELEBRATED 


How few alas! can feel the ſcribbling itch, 
Yet leſt perhaps they'd ſcratch a beggar's br—ch, 
Forbear that ſcribbling, till they firſt grew rich, 
A great man's nonſenſe from his hanger's on, 
Will meet applauſe, his claret waſhing down 
At once his dinner and his works. But ſure 


A poem's frenzy if the author's poor, 


"Twas thus that H- in a loſty ſphere, * * 
With royal fiſh, + diluted with ſmall beer, 
Kept his wit muddy, but his judgment clear; 


9 


For 


* A Garret. + The Herring. 
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Fot others woes he never ſpoil'd his eyes, 
But ſlept ſecure a neighbour of the ſkies; 
Long he ſolicited beneath the crown, 
Till ſtep by ſtep he got both ap and down, ' 
No Cook, but Coke on Lyttleton had he, 
Who in due time ferved up an agency, 
A diſh ſubſtantial, a divine repaſt, 
More ſweet to Gorge than 1s a turtle ſeaſt 
To city gluttons, or a venifon haunch 
To a horn'd Alderman's diſtorted paunch. 
Then the quill ſhepherd “ of a downy bird, 


O! not the ſwan, tugg'd on upon my word, 


R 


You'll beg my pardon, *twas indeed a ſword. 


- 


In a foul point the unpractis'd iron ſtood, + 
From which a wind could blow no mortal good, 
The blade was ever backward to defend, 

And ſcem'd to grow out of his latter end, 
For which I ſhall fir, name it, to prevent all 


Tilting jeſts the weapon fundamental; 


Accoutred 


* A term for Hackney Clerks. 
+ Remarked for wearing his ſword aukwardly. 
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Accoutred thus, nor citizen nor fatmer 
Is Gorgy like, what then? a hog in armour; 


But now one ſerious queſtion he thought fit 


To aſk, in civil terms, widelicet, 
Whether the leaſt deform'd of P=—y's brood, 
Would cool the herring hey day of his blood. 


A thouſand guineas made her ſhoulders even, 
And huſband ſounded more divine than Heaven, 
To her whoſe mind and perſon ſeem'd to tell, 
That ihe was fated to lead apes in hell. 


He aſk'd, was granted, ald the ſecond beſt 1 
Of P——y's crook'd ones, he ſtraightway preſt 


— — 


Cloſe to his pocket, pho! I mean his breaſt. _ 

Nine years elaps'd, when lo! the fruitful dam 

Produced one pig, which they preſerv'd for 
Ham, * 

But mark the nice economy he ſtill 


Obſeryed in wedlock, to digeſt the pill. 


Long 


* His eldeſt Daughter was married to Hammy Gorge. 
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Long uſed to abſtinence, he ſtill deny'd 
His appetite, not would even Gorge his bride ; 
And tho? the lady might incline to fret, 
Yet gold much faſter he deſign'd to get 
Than ſons and daughters to preſerve his name, 
For that, the Scriptute ſays, is empty ſame; 
Gold begets gold, they ſay, and on my life, 
His gold was more prolific than his wiſe, 
For the bright tranſit of the Cyprian queen; 
[ts revolution had ſulfill'd between 
The birth of her, who married Miſter, 
What do you call him, Hammy, and her ſiſter, 
Who, gold and all it ſeems, may gang her way's 
With Nimrod's nameſake, * in the ſporting 

phraſe; | 

His daughter's wedded, and well lin'd his cheſt, 
A firſt, and firſt-rate folly fir'd his breaſt ; 
"Twas then the Muſe, long pregnant, grew ſo big, 


That with convulſtion throws, which ſhook his 


Wig, 
T She 


His youngeſt daughter married a Mr. Hunter. 
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She brought ſorth ſomething, for I ſaw the piece, 

But could not read it, *twas ſo daub'd with 
greaſe ; 

But that was Claytor's fault, whoſe grov'ling 
ſoul 

Could ſee unmoy'd, her maſter's numbers roll 

In ſoft ſucceſſion, round a piece of ſuet, 

Had they been mine, my houſekeeper ſhould 
rue it, 

For, O! my noſe, retains the unſavory ſmell, 

And which was muſtieſt *tis hard to tell ; 

However, 'twas a ſomething, which betray'd 

He wiſh'd to be in love, but was afraid 


His rib might know it—with the chamber maid. 


— 


( 339 
THE FOLLOWING 


F 


ADDRESSED TO THE LATE 


L40-R-0D: 0-1 P-D RE -Nq 


In behalf of the Three Young Men, who ran away with the 
Miſs Kennedy's, vere written at the requeſt of Miſs Byrn, 


b: who was Siſter to one of them, and a moſt amiable Woman. 
I 
£ 


6 On! Thou, in whom united virtues ſhine, 
| To Mercy's pleadings let thine heart incline, 


Thy goodneſs oft prevented my requeſt, 
This is the laſt and grant it tis the beſt ; 


A word from you, my honour'd friend, may fave 
Three Gretched youths from an untimely grave, 
What tho' offended Juſtice turns away, 

From all their kindred or the world can ſay, 


Yet 
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Yet Thou wert made in Mercy's happier hour, 
Not vainly juſt, nor arrogant of power ; 
The clay was purcelain, of which you were 
form'd, 
And gentler paſſions have thy boſom warm'd, 
And Mercy mark'd her character in vain 


Ia Cliſden's face, if blood thoſe marks ſhould 


ſtain. | 
Think not, my friend, I dare point out to you, 
Where mercy moſt, or retribution's due ; 
But yet, in equity, you'll own, my Lord, 


That greater crimes, oft ſcape a juſt reward; 


Had brutal force, preventing an eſcape, 


Compell'd their perſons to a marriage rape, 


X Then every honeſt, generous breaſt muſt own, 
No death but CHR1$T's could for the criue 
atone ; 
But think, my Lord, they were their willing 
wives, 
And ſpare, oh! ſpare, their wretched huſband's 


lives; 
I i | 


Juſtice, 
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Juſtice has paſt her ſentence, now, my Lord, 

Let Mercy ſheath the all avenging ſword, 

From the dark horrors of tboſe dreadful cells, 

Where dire Remorſe, and black Conviction 
dwells 

The ſad triumvirate for mercy ſue ; 

Their mothers, kinſmen, and a fiſter too, 

Unhappy gir:, oh! Cliſden, had you ſeen 

The wild diftreſs, which mark'd her graceſul 
mien, 

The ſtorms of ſorrow that convulſed that breaſt, 

Where all the friend and fiſter ſtood confeſt, 

A mind, leſs amiably kind than your's, 

Would ſoothe the anguiſh that her ſoul endures. 

Think then, my friend, when that all pleaſing 
form, 

Which Cliſden owns, and many virtues warm, 

Has paſt the pleaſures of his youth and prime, 

And waits the ſure, tho' flow award of time, 

When filver age has dim'd thoſe ſpeaking eyes, 


And every joy mult from reflection riſe; 


Think 


_ 
Think then, I ſay, how exquiſitely great, 
Beyond the glories of terreſtial ſtate, 
Will be the memory of an act like this, 
That brings a foretaſte of eternal bliſs; 
Oh ! then anticipate the dear delight 
Of conſcience telling you, you acted right, 
For power's beſt charter, rightly underſtood, 
Is the prerogative of doing good ; 
Think not, preſumption has inſpir'd my pen, 
Thou moſt benignant of the ſons of men, 
Nor let my noble generous friend reſuſe, 


The meek intreaties of the ſuppliant Muſe. 


AN 


( 143 ) 


IRREGULAR ODE. 


ADDRESSED TO TRE 
W 


or THE LATE 


THOMAS QUIN, s 4 


8A V, will my much reſpected friend, 
Fhe ear of kind attention lend, 
While Friendſhip in fair Reaſon's name 
Preſumes to enter a proteſt, 
Againſt thoſe ills which wound thy brea'. | 
And wreck thy brittle ſrame. 


( 144 ) 


IE. 


What tho? the tears of love and truth 
For the dear huſband of thy youth, 

Fell on his babes like vernal ſhowers, 
They fell, my friend, in God's own view, 
Who made them drop like morning dew. 


To enrich the opening flowers. 


III. 


Now like a vine with tendrils crown'd. 
Thy olive branches cluſter round, 
The evening of that life to bleſs, 


Whoſe bridal morn, alas! too ſoon, 

Made way for widowhood's mournſul B09N, 
Meridian of ſupreme diſtreſs. 

„ 

Yet didſt thou then by efforts known 

To mothers like thyſelf alone, 
Compoſe Affliction's ſtarting brow, 

Still ſheltering like a widow'd dove, 

The callow pledges of his love, 


Whoſe worth obtain'd the virgin vow. 
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V. 


Nor doubt, my friend, in Heaven to meet 


That huſband, who again will greet 
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With gratitude and love ſincere; 
A wife, who tho? of him bereft, 
Beſtow'd on thoſe dear babes he left, 


A mother's love, a father's care. 
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VI. 


Then from the debt of Death diſcharg'd, 
With every faculty enlarg'd, 
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And every nobler ſenſe improv'd, 
Your mutual vows again exchange, 
From bliſs to bliſs eternal range, 


For ever loving and beloy'd, 


VII. 
But yet while reſident on earth, 
Let not pale Fear give fancy'd birth 
To ills that never ſhall be born, 
But like the ſcientific bee, 
From every roſebud that you ſee, 
Extract the ſweet but leave the thorn. 


U VIII. 
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VIII. 


Make all a mother's ſears give way, 

To faith and hope's ſublimer ſway, 
Nor doubt his power who lately gave 

To the wild fervor of thy cries, 

The dezreſt bleſſing of thy eyes, 


Tho? pendant o'er an early grave. 


IX. 


Our line of life his wiſdom draws, 
Of each event he knows the cauſe, 
Nor ill itfelf permits in vain, 

The ſudden ſtrokes of fancy'd fate, 
On his decrees obedient wait, | 


And fall as they ordain 
K. 
Then tho' impregnant clouds diſtil, 
The vapour chat deſcends to kill, 
Doubt not but his Almighty arm, 
Tho! thouſands and ten thouſands fall, 


Struck thro? by death's unering ball, 
Will ſhield thy ſon from harm. 
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XI. 
Thy ſon, that darling of thy heart, 


By nature rich, improv'deby art, 
Unting'd with vice or pride; 
Juſt ſuch a ſon my wiſhes ſorm'd, 
With every nobler virtue warm'd, 


To every grace ally'd. 


XII. 
Ah! me, the ſhining viſions paſt, 


The beauteous proſpect's over caſt, 

I figh and bow my head ; 
The flattering hopes which downy ſmil'd 
In the dear viſage of my child, 

With bim, alas! are fled. 


XIII. 
Oh! pardon then, the falling tear, 


That ſaddens where I meant to chear, 
"Tis nature's fault, my Friend, 
With trembling lips I own her ſway, 
And tho? adviſing, can't obey 
The precepts I have pen'd. 


XIV 


( 148 ) 


XIV. 


Eternal Parent, power benign, 
Oh! make me, as I ought, reſign 


My dear, my precious ſon ; 


Thy grace, thy ſovereign grace impart, 
And teach the fighs that heave my heart, 
To ſay thy will be done. 


LING 


( 149 ) 


I 


ADDRESSED TO THE 


REV. E=-=----D H- I —7'q 


ON HIS MARRIAGE. 


THRICE happy youth, may th' Almighty 
power, 
His choiceſt bleſſings on thy union ſhower ; 
From Reaſon's altar, fed with chaſte deſire, 
May Hymen's torch receive immortal fire; 
With every comfort may the knot be ty'd, 
And all thy mother's virtues grace thy bride ; 
May health, content, and every ſmiling grace, 
That deck in bluſhing crowds thy Fanny's face, 
Cement the bliſs, and heighten the embrace. 
May time well ſpent, ſo pleaſing glide away, 
That your whole lifc ſhall ſeem one bridal day. 


REFLECTIONS 


( 150 ) 


REFLECTIONS 


ON 


CHRISTMAS MORNING. 


BREAK out with joy, thou dearly ranſom'd 
earth, | 

And with glad ſhouts, record a Saviour's birth. 

Cry out aloud, nor grief's impending fear, 

For God is with us, our ſalvation's near, 

The parting clouds emit diviner light, 

And choiring Angels in the joy unite. 


Let us that day, with grateful hearts recal, 
When humbly cradl'd in the oxe's ſtall, 
The dawning brightneſs of Eternal day 
The infant God, the young Meſſiah lay ; 
| Celeſtial 


( 38 1) 
Celeſtial peace her milk white flag unſurl'd, 
And war ſpontaneous ceas'd in all the world , 
The earth enjoy'd a univerſal reſt 
As if to welcome its cternal gueſt, 
On ſpicy hills the Eaſtern magi toil, 
And myrrh grown mountains of their fragrance 
ſpoil, 
Their gather'd frankincenſe to offer there, 


Where vows aſcend, and Heaven accepts our 
prayer. 
The glorious birth day of Jehovah's heir, 


Salvation's heralds in glad ſong declare, 
Peace and good-will, to all mankind they ſung, 


And Heaven's bright arch, with loud Hoſanna's 
rung. 


O let us, tnen, for whom the Eternal ſon, 
Forſook the ſplendors of his Father's throne, 


Jo be a meck inhabitant on earth, 


With awful gladneſs keep a Saviour's birth, | 


Let joys extatic warm each faithful breaſt, 


And ſacred rapture crown the holy feaſt. 
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ON 


S FRLID A vx; 


rr 


IN THE AU THOR TWELFTH YEAR. 


This day, for our tranſgreſſions to attone, 

The Son of God his precious life laid down, 

The Holy Lamb, before creation lain, 

To ſave from everlaſting death the race of man, 

The ſad foregoing night in prayer he ſpent, 

And groans unutter'ble to his Father ſent, 

Beſought th Almighty, that in wonted love, 

That very bitter Cup he might remove; 

Yet ſtill concluding, as th? obedient Son, 

Nor mine, but thy Eternal will be done; 
Thrice 


( 358} 
Thrice in an agony of ſoul he pray'd, 


& Deliv'rance from the cup, and heav'nly aid, 
While from his face a bloody ſweat there ran, 
Immortal Godhead, ſtrength'ning mortal man; 
But now, he roſe obedient, to fulfil, 

Man's great redemption, and his Father's will, 
While in his face the glorious viſion ſhone, 
And all the Father, vis'ble in th' Son: 
Onward he went, content to ſuffer death 

For us, and thus to his diſciples faith ; 


| , Riſe, let us go, we're near the dreadful hour, 


Of groſſeſt darkneſs in meridian power; 
Into the hand of blinded ſinners given, 
And nigh the moment, long decreed in Heaven ; 
While yet they ſtood, attending to his word, 
Judas approaching, hail'd our bleſſed Lord; 
To foes of God delivering with a kiſs, 
Our refuge here, and ſeal of future bliſs; 
Encompaſs'd round with trait'rous weapons, 
lloog 
TH all forming word, and witneſs'd Son of 
God; 
X Ere 


( 154 ) 


Ere yet the unwilling morn diſclos'd her face, 
Or the inferior ſun begun his heayenly race, 


With rage impetuous they to Pilate bring, 


Their great Meſſiah, and long promis'd King; 
Guiltleſs and filent, ſtood the Lamb long ſlain, 


Nor in his mouth did one reproof remain, 


While Pilate ſat, ſurveying in the hall, 
The King of Saints, and upright Judge of all, 


A ſervant from his wife in eager haſte, 

Through brandiſh'd ſwords and flaming torches ' 
paſt, Wy 

Demanding audience at the judgment ſeat, 

In all their ears this meſſage to repeat: 

Pilate, I charge thee, by the powers of Heav'n, 

On that 74% Man, have Thou no ſentence 
giv'n! 

Much have I ſuffer'd on his cauſe this day, 

In dreadſul viſions, fright'ning ſleep away, 

My brain diſtemper'd, does with frenzy roll, 

And dreams portentous, ſcar my inmoſt ſoul, 

With keen remorſe the Goyernor was ſtung, 


And Truth unknown, in Pilate's boſom ſprung, 
| | And 


( 155 ) 


And now he ſat, reyolving in his mind, 

How to releaſe the Saviour of mankind, 

While They with witneſs'd falſehoods Chriſt 
ſurround, 

The latter comes the former to confound : 

Now in Jeruſalem at the yearly feaſt, 

One ſentenc'd priſoner was from death releas'd, 

For murder and ſedition lay confin'd, 

One, who for that year's ſcape goat was deſign'd ; 

The Jewiſh rabble before Pilate flood, 

Demand his freedom, and their Saviour's blood : 

A murderer fave, and ſlay your King he cry'd, 

We have uo King but Cæſar, they reply'd; 

Pilate now ſeeing that a tumult roſe, 

And that the Jews incens'd were mortal foes, 

No longer daring for bis God to plead, 

Waſh'd him in water from the accurſed deed, 

My hands from this juſt perſon's blood be free, 

His blood on us, they cry'd, and all our offspring 
be; 

With ſinful hands they to a pillar bind, 


The Son of God, and ranſom for mankind, 


On! 


- Al He * 


( 1456 ) 
Oh Light! incomprehenſible and pure, 
What didſt Thou there to ſave our ſouls endure ? 


From Stripes to crucifixion now they bring, 

The Prince of Peace, the Prophet, Prieſt and 
King; 

The co-eternal Word and Son of God, 


Nail'd to the croſs, pours forth his precious 
blood, 


To make our calling and election ſure, 


Vnequal'd torture did three hours endure 


In agonizing pain; our bleſſed Lord 

Divine aſſiſtance fervently implor'd, 

Weaken'd with ſuffering, with anguiſh faint, 
To the Almighty made his loud complaint ; 
When now perceiving all things at an end, 

To the Eternal did his ſoul cnn, 
Yielding in that tremendous hour his breath, 
Triumph'd viQoriouſly o'er fin and death: 
The Heavens o'erſpread with darkneſs at the 


ſtroke, 


And the round world ſrom its foundation ſhook, 


The 


A 
The rocks were rent, each Saint forſook his urn, 
And univerſal Nature ſeem'd to mourn, 
The ſacred veil which hid the holy'ſt place, 
Where the Almighty ſhew'd his glorious face, 
Was at that dreadful moment rent in twain, 
By hands unſeen, to ſhew *twas now in vain, 
The great High Prieſt, with bis own blood gone 


in, 


The laſt dread offering that aton'd for fin. 


WRITTEN 


( 158 ) 


WRITTEN IN LONDON, AT THE REQUEST 


OF SOME OF THE 


GENTLEMEN OF THE SHAKESPEAR 
TAVERN, 


ON THE ELECTION, 


IN THE YEAR M.DCC.LXXXIV, 


I. 


IRE parliament diſſolv'd at length, 
Petitions crowd the ſtreets, 
And broken members try their ſtrength 
To gain their former ſeats, 


When canvaſſing they go. 


II. 


k 4 
* 
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II. 


Behold, * Sir, Would-be Eitherſide, 
Who wore the foxes ſkin, 
Till in reſpect to Reynard's hide 
The people let him in, 
When voting they did go, 


III. 
With pick-axe at the eagle's neſt 
He tries to beat alarms, 
Nor let's the tired ſoldier reſt + _ 
On ought but ſhattered arms, 
When ſaving you do go. 


"IF 


In him Iago's wights out-done, 


If ever ſuch wight were, 
And ſtill to keep up Shakeſpear's fun, 
He chronicles ſmall beer, 5 


When a ſaving he does go. 


* Sir Cecil Wray. 
+ He wanted to pull down Chelſea Hoſpital. 
Sir Cecil Wray kept the key of his ſmall beer himſeli. 


( 60 ) 


V. 
But what need Fox regard a ruſh 
The ſenatorial whim, 
The fair ſtill faithful to his bruſh, 
Will always vote for him, 
When canvaſling they go. 


VL 
The faireſt fair of Britain's iſle, © 
To grace the public weal, | 
For every vote beſtows a ſmile 
Of patriotic zeal, 


When canvaſſing ſhe goes. 


VII. 


And ſince Demoſthenes alone 
Had not addreſs enough, 
The ſecret influence all muſt own. 


Was in the cunning muff, 


When canvaſſing it went. 


VIII. 


The Dutcheſs of Devonkire. 


1 


VIII. 


Then ſons of freedom to the brim, 
Your jovial bumpers fill, 


'Tis Fox's health, and thoſe for him, 
Who bring in plumpers ſtill, 


When canvaſſing they go. 
* 
And ever be the wretch drſgrac'd 
Who wantonly denics 
The power of Heaven's artillery plac'd, 
In Georgiana's eyes, 
When canvaſſing they go. 
X. 
Jo Britain's health this ſacred bowl, 
And our delires be crown'd, . 
To keep her conſtitution whole, 


And all her members ſound, 


When canvaſſing they go. 


Y XI. 


IF _ 


XI. 
Now let each ruder breath be huſh, 
For Beauty 1s the toaſt, 


Long may each Fair enjoy her bruſh, 
And Fox the ſancy boaſt, 
When canyaſling they go. 


11 


F RE EMAS ON'/S Ss ON G. 


BY DESIRE. 


Ou ſecrets ſo rare, 
The Ladies declare 
They have not the hearts to reſuſe us; 
Then what can it be, 
Which makes them agree, 


Before every other to chuſe us? 


The Fair one's we kiſs, 
Will not take it i 
By affecting to put a wry face on, 
They'll ne'er make a ſuſs, 
When they know 'tis the buſs 
Of a Free and an Accepted Maſon. 


Thus 
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Thus bleſt in ourſelves, 
That the dear little elves, 
Beſtow us ſuch marks of affection, 


When danger is near, 


Tho' ſops diſappear, 


They are ſure of a Maſon's protection. 


And the puff powder'd fools, 
Who make game of our tools, 
Are like conſonants ſure without vowels, 
For we're true to our words, 
And can handle our ſwords, 


As well as our aprons and trowels. 


War, women or wine, 
We never decline, 

Nor build on another's ſoundation; 
Tho' many project, 
What they cannot erect, 


Like a true and an Accepted Maſon. 


Ve 
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We never diſpute, 


Nor each other cornute, 
We are honeſt without affectation; 

And a Brother is ſure, 

His Wife's honour's ſecure, 


Tho! ſhe ſlept in the arms of a Maſon. 


Thus in Friendſhip and Love, 
And Building we prove 

The virtues of our inſtitution ; 
Then whatever's the plan, 
A Maſon's the man 


To put it in juſt execution. 
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WRITTEN 
ON THE 


PRINCE OF WALES's 
S724 7 BD #7, 


AT TUE REQUEST or our 


JT 
WHO WERE 


TH CONFINEMENT, 


—— — 
> 


TEX roſy morning opens bright, 
Let's drive away all care, 
And crown the day with true delight, 
That gave us England's heir, 
Who toaſting let us ſtay. 


What tho? our bodies are confin'd, 
Our ſoul's are all as free, 

No garriſon can hold the mind, 
Itſelf's its liberty. 


Then a drinking we will ſlay. 
", "I. 


C 9 1 


To celebrate the natal day, 
Of GxrorGx's eldeſt born, 

Let fouls ſorget their houſe of clay, 
And every ſorrow ſcorn, 


To toaſt Britannia's Heir: 


AN 1 


wo 
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UnzoxTunaTE Dr: DODD. 


Ir yet in grief an extaſy be ſound, 
Where every ſenſe but that of horror's drown'd ; 
Where tears are paſtime—if each ſwelling flood, 
O'ercharge its banks with aught but prieſtiy 
blood : 
Where Reaſon fits diſorder'd on her throne, 
And haſten's Madneſs, with a ſrantic groan : 
Let ſuch diſtreſs, blood-ftain'd Britannia join, 
To mourn the great, th'unfortunate Divine ! | 
Judg'd be the Judge, who did his life deſtroy, 
In the meridian of divine employ, | 


The muſe's fayorite and the people's joy. 


Juſtice for juſtice may their boſoms find, 


| Who gave command his trembling arms to bind; 
| | Thoſe 
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Thoſe arms for ever open to receive 

His much lov'd flock, and all their wants relieve; 

Ah! why. untimely did that paſtor fall, 

Who labour'd more abundant than them all ? 

That year acceptable in ſcripture nam'd, 

To ſet the priſoner free, Dopp firſt proclain'd, 

In every plous, every uſeful cauſe, 

Dodd was the firſt to merit Juſt applauſe: 

How many did his care from drowning ſave, 

To ſmile triumphant on the baffl'd wave: 

Behold him now within a loathſome tomb, 

And ſeek in vain for juſtice in his doom : 

Say Judge, what edict human or divine, 

Was forg'd to make Dodd's puniſhment condign : 

Or rather ſay, but oh! what courtier dare, 

Dodd ſpoke ſuch truths as Stateſmen could not 
bear ; 

For did the laws at holy ſrauds ne'er nod, 

Thouſands might die, tho' never preach like Dodd; 

Once more with Dodd, to the throng'd church 
we'll turn, 


And for awhile forget he's in the urn; 


Z There 


Coe 7 


There ſee him preaching to the aſſembbd crowd, 


Not ſaint as Schoolboy, nor as Weſley loud : 

But text and argument and manner Join, 

To ſhew the great, th* orthodox divine: 

Repentant ſhowers now fall from ev'ry eye, 

While Dodd inſtructs them how to live and die: 

Nor of his God, before his King aſham'd, 

Unaw'd by mortal power his will proclaim'd; 
Such awful truths did Rome's Apoſtle teach, 

The difference only in their form and ſpeech ; 

Next ſee him breaking with uplifted eyes, 

The living Bread, th' Eternal ſacrifice; 

While Saints with Sinners in communion join, 

And Human Nature taſtes of the Divine; 

That for great crimes ſtill greater ſhould atone, 

Is too abſurd for Reaſon to let down ; 

Yet, for his death, they gave this righteous caule, 

That was he fay'd, they'd murdered the 

Perreaus. 
Thus with his care on Royal Mercy caſt, 
And oft aſſur'd Death's bitterneſs was paſt, 


The deadly arrow reach'd his heart at laſt. _. 


( 21 ) 

A dreadful change, yet how ſerenely great, 
Beyond the ſtoic's love he met his fate, 
Meekly he gave his ſoul's big ſorrow ſcope, 
Nor did Preſumption plume the wing of Hope; 
Great were his ſufferings and with greatneſs *' 

born, | 
For while his ſoul ſhrunk back from public 


0 


ſcorn, 
Forgiveneſs from reſentment pluck'd the thorn. } 


And midſt the ſtrong convulſions of his ſoul, 
His meek deportment thro? the dreadful whole, 
Of this great maxim did the truth reveal ; 
To bear as Chriſtians what as men we feel : 
But Faith held Mercy's golden ſceptre forth, 
To ſoothe the agonies of injured worth: 
By his own houſe, in ſolemn horror brought, 
As if his eye-lids could have ſhut out 

thought : 
He cloſed them Manly, will you ever dare 
To think of mercy or to form a prayer? 
Thy wiles ſeduc'd his undeſigning heart, 
And led by thee, he play'd a childiſh part; 

425 Practiſ'd 
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Practiſ'd in arts, by which you hourly thrive, 
Four thouſand pounds had ſav'd bim ſtill alive: 
But ſordid vice could ne'er aſperſe his fame, 


Nor fraud (at leaſt intentional) lay claim 


To his indorſement ; tho” ill-fat'd man 


Unwittingly he form'd a dang'rous plan; 

Great Men, like him, oft do, and ſuffer wrong, 

While knaves like you, in ſafety plod along. 

Torn from the boſom of his friends and wife, 
Behold your ſacred victim yields his life: 

But who can paint the horrors of a day, 

When Death himſelf ſeem'd ſtartl'd at his prey; 

In every human face was wrote deſpair, 


Why wept not Heaven ? 


Dopp was expected 


there. 


1 
In the year 1778, ſome invidious perſon, who 
ſigned himſelf A Barriſter, had the temerity, in 


a Public Print, to accuſe the Right Honourable 
Walter Huſſey Burgh, with an intention to 


diſconcert a Young Pleader, in his firſt diſ- 
courſe, by aſking unneceſſary queſtions of a junior 
lawyer who ſat by him. This malevolent aſſer- 


tion being ſoon refuted, with great truth, ſpirit, 


and elegance, by a Young Lawyer, gave occaſion 
to the following Poem, as an humble tribute, both 


to the Young Lawyer's integrity, and the 


ſhining virtues of the ever amiable, and now ever 


to be lamented Huſſey Burgh. 


Wuok'ER thou art, Young Lawyer, may'ſt 
thou ſhine, 

Like Burgh, whoſe virtues make him hete divine, 

Purſue his paths, and copy if you can, 

Th' Almighty's image in his creature man; 

I know his worth is too ſublime to fear, q 


Dean, Drapier, Bickerſtaffe or Gulliver, 


Much leſs th* unfiniſh'd knayes pedantic ſneer. 
But 


rr 
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But ſure tis glorious to behold a youth, 
The pleaſing advocate of angel truth ; 
Was ſilence requiſite when youngſter's riſe, 
Prime Serjeant could diſcourſe you with his eyes, 
In heav'nly orbs ſerenely bright they roll, 
And beam the beauties of their kindred ſoul, 
Too great to mind him yet too good to ſcorn, 
Th' angelic Burgh his pity would return, 
The would-be ſatire of a wretched elf, 
Whom Flee#ditch genius“ lur'd to laſh himſelf, 
Whoſe words like Satan's jointleſs and ill- plac'd 
(When to the warrior angel brought in haſte) 
Argues no lawyer, but a liar trac'd. 
For could the fiend our obſervation ſcape, 
It muſt be couching in a lawyer's ſhape ; 
The vile impoſtor to aſſume that name, 
With foul intention to aſperſe his fame, 
In whom with every graceful greatneſs bleſt, 


The partial workmanſhip of Heaven's confeſt; 


In 


* Vide Pope's Dunciad. 


* 
In Burgh each noble ſentiment's combin'd, 
That ſtamps true honour on the human mind, 
Grac'd by expreſſion equally refin'd 
Endow'd with every requiſite to pleaſe, 
His patriot ſpirit can with courtly eaſe, 
Stand forth the champion of Ierne's laws, 
And with refinement vindicate her cauſe. 
Had Royal George, e'er civil diſcord rag'd, 
Or Northern climes in hoſtile leagues engag'd, 
Sent Hufley there, on whoſe pacific tongue, 
The meiting muſic of perſuaſion hung ; 
Then had his crown blaz'd full upon his head, 
Nor one of all his ſubject thouſands bled, 
In temp'rate climes ſecurely they might dwell, 


Nor fear Boreas from his ſtormy cell, 


Fair weather then had iſſu'd from the North, 
And peace, like Aaron's rod, had budded forth ; 


His words, his works, in every ſenſe had wrought 


The glorious conqueſt of ſubduing thought ; 


Angels themſelves miſtaking for their own 


His ſacred minſtrilfy, had downward flown 
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To join th' enraptur'd ſong, and once again 
In their bright march, proclaim'd good-will to 
men, 
But Heaven for us that bleſſing did ordain, 
To ſave Ierne from rebellion's ſtain. 
The iſle long injured is at length redreſs'd, 
Of virtuous Freedom and a Burgh poſſeſt. 
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ADDRESSED TO 
MISS HERBERT, 


DavcHTER To THE Hon. Mag. HERBERT, 


AND Now MRS. CHALLENOR. 


On hearing her ſing, « Thou art gone away from me Mary.” 


OF T, ſerious excellence, whoſe angels tongue 
Exceeds the lute, by tuneful Orpheus ſtrung, 
Whoſe words and actions with according grace, 
Diffuſe new beauties o'er thy charming face ; 
That face, that like the firmament appears, 


Thy ſmiles its ſunſhine and the rain thy tears, 


Thy tender tears fall for another's woes, 


As Heaven to bleſs mankind the rain beſtows, 


A 2 Thy 


1 
Thy voice held ev'ry ſorrow in ſuſpenſe, 
And ſilent extaſy o'erpower'd each ſenſe ; 
Attun'd to harmony, my anxious breaſt 


Calm'd all within, and charm'd my ſoul to ref}, 


The hand that made you fo divinely ſair, 
Oh! may 1t make you its peculiar care, 
Watch o'er your youth, and with a father's eye, 
Prevent each wiſh, and every want ſupply ; 
Give to thy honour'd mother's tender care, 


A happy daughter, and as wiſe as fair, 


* 2 
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T0 THE SAME 


ON HER GOING TO PASS THE 


CHRISTMAS SEASON AT DESART, 


THE SEAT OF HER UNCLE, LORD DESART, 


IN THE YEAR 1779. 


J. 
'Th O' in love, to pleaſe the lover, 


Poets ſum up every joy, 
Yet in friendſhip you'll diſcover, 
Charms that pleaſe but neyer cloy. 


II. 


Go then Fanny, blooming creature, 
Go and make the Deſart ſmile, 
And with the ſunſhine of cach feature, 


Winter's dreary months beguile. 


i CY 0 e. 


M all that's bliſsful in life's genial ſpring, 
A ttend her ſteps, who tho? unſeen I ſing; 
R eſiſtleſs fancy pictures ever near, 


Y oung as the morning, blooming, and as fair. 


P offeſs'd of Nature's eyery growing grace, 
A faultleſs figure, and an angel's face; 
U niting virtues deck her Virgin mind, 


L ovely beloy'd, and amiably refin'd. 
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SB 0R & 


I. 


ON life's great ſtage the Maſon's part 

Has ever been with hand and heart, 
To juſtify their claim; 

To fervent friendſhip's holy fire, 

And ev'ry glorious great deſire, 


That wins immortal fame. 
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IL. 


At Beauty's ſhrine this night we bow, 

And mingling love with friendſhip's yow, 
Our grateful hearts atteſt, 

That Beauty's ſelf received a charm, 

From melting Pity's ſnowy arm, 


That foils the Cyprian veſt. 


„„ 


FOR THE RECGVERY OF QUR MOST 


4 
GRACIOUS SOVERETICYN, 


FROM A DANGEROUS ILLNESS, 


IN THE YEAR, M. DCC.LXXXVIII. 


O KING of Kings! whoſe everlailing reign, 
The frame of Heaven and Nature does ſuſtain, 
Thou who to mourning Judah lent thine ear, 
And ſpar'd their much-lov'd king when death 
was near; | 
Spare, Gracious Father, King Eternal, ſpare 


Our Sacred Sovereign to our ardent pray”r. 


Look 
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Look on the face of thine anointed Lord, 
And heal his bruiſes by thy pow'rſul word ; 
Speak to his ſoul in Mercy's ftill ſmall voice, 


And in thy ſtrength let him again rejoice, 


Remember, we beſeech thee now, O! God, 
How all his life thy upright paths he trod, 
Behold our ſupplication and our tears, 


And to that life add many—many years, 


Forgive thoſe fins which bow his awful head, 
And to the partner of his throne and bed, 
That more than woman, or of all the beſt, 
Reſtore the Monarch of her ſpotleſs breaſt. 
Behold, O God! with an unclouded face, 
Their kindred ſpirits at the Throne of Grace, 
Preſent the cenſor of their people's prayer, 
And, to its honeſt warmth, their Soyereig:; 

ſpare ; 
Nurs'd in his people's arms, O! let them ſee 
The ripe old age of home-born Majeſty ; 


Back 


( 185 ) 
Back to his Councils—Children—People, 
bring 


The Friend—the Father—and the much loy'd 


King 
His life, his health, his faculties reſtore, 


And bleſs us with his perſect ſelf once more, 
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AUTHOR'”s S ON, 


WHO DEPARTED THIS LIFE, THE THIRD DAY 


OF SEPTEMBER, 1789. 


Ttts day, my Sou, in each revolving year, 
Recording mem'ry ſheds the parting tear, 
The tear, which falling on thy lifeleſs ſace, 
Seal'd a diſtract'd mother's laſt embrace. 

My Son, my only Son, my ſoul's delight, 
Pride of my heart and bleſſing of my fight; 
At thought of thee, in vain thy mother tries, 
To quell the briny torrent of her eyes, 

My melting foul to Recollection's ſway, 


Yields every faculty an eaſy prey, 
In 
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In ev'ry infant male I ſtrive to trace, 
The heav'nly ſweetneſs of my Gaſpard's face, 

J kiſs the pillow thy dear cheeks have preſt, 

And hug each lifeleſs relic to my breaſt ; 

Bleſt as thou art beyond all human thought, 
Didſt thou but know how often I have ſought 
(My o'ercharg'd foul with frenzy'd wiſhes warm,.) 
In ſome lone chamber to deſcry thy form, 
Extatic bliſs awhile thou would'ſt forego, 

One bright, one ſoothing viſit to beſtow, 

And with the ſmile of bleſſedneſs impart 
Strength to my faith, and healing to my heart. 
O! ſavage Death, could not that angel ſmile, 
On which his parents liv'd, thy rage beguile ? 
Inhuman ſhade, to quench the ſparkling light 
Of thoſe dear eyes, that fed his mother's ſight, 
But know, grim ſhadow, thou ſhalt yet receive, 
A wound more mortal than thy pow'r can give. 
Yes, ruthleſs tyrant, every human tear, 

That bathes the victims of thy vengeance here 
all be reveng'd on thy inſatiate ſpear. 


That 
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That ſpear which pierc'd the Son of God and 
Man, 

When from his fide the purple current ran! 

O] thought, ſurpaſling every human woe, 

And did the blood of God's begotten flow, 

While the chaſte veſſel deſtin'd to perform 

His voyage to Nature, rock'd beneath the ſtorm: 

And ſhall a wretch, a ſinſul wretch like me, 

Preſume to murmur at his wiſe decree ? 

Who pre-ordain'd from his auſpicious birth, 

My Son ſhould go unſpott'd from the earth? 

O God! that gave me ſuch a Son, inſpire 

My trembling breaſt with faith's celeſtial fire, 

In ber bright Jandſcape teach my ſtreaming 
eyes, 

To ſee my children's angel forms ariſe 

On Sion's mount, amid the ſhining throng, 

That tend the lamb and fing the myſtic ſong. 

Clad in white robes, I ſee the ſpotleſs band, 

Crowns on each head, and palms in every han. 


O! God of faithfulneſs my faith increaſe, 


And ſpeak rebelling Nature into peace, 
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Of ev'ry doubt my fault'ring boſom clear, 

And make the off'ring it preſents ſincere ; 

And O! great God of little children ſpare, 

To a fond mother's agonizing prayer, 

The two dear little ones, beſide whoſe bed 

My prayers are olter'd, and my tears are jlied ; 

Spare them, O! God, and as their years increaſe, 

Direct their eps into the paths of peace, 

Thro' liſe's dark journey, with thy guardian 
care, 

Preſerve them, gracious God, from every ſnare, 

So ſhall my babes, indu'd with heavenly force, 


Fight the good fight, and finiſn well their courte. 
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FREEMASON's ANNUAL MEETING, 


IN HONOUR OF THEIR GRAND MASTER, 


| Addreſſed to Joux Peres, Eſq. Deputy Grand Maſter, 


WRITTEN, JUNE 23, M.DCC.XC. 


| 
TR IS night ever ſacred, we Maſons employ, 
In building freſh altars to Friendſhip and Joy, 
Confirming the paſt, we the preſent improve, 
And the mortar of juſtice we temper with love. 


WH. 
Ye Sons of the Craft then fill up to the brim, 


A bumper of health and good wiſhes to him, 
Our 


( tgt ) 
Our noble Grand Maiter whoſe ſpirit and zeal, 


Still ſupports the true Craft and enlarges its 
weal. 


CH OR UK 
His health then, his health then, his health then, 


encore, 


Till the Lodges with echo reſound Donoghmore. 


III. 
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The union of gentleneſs, virtue and eaſe, 

With looks that convey an intention to pleaſe, 

Proye his breaſt the Grand Lodge of Affection 
and Truth, 


Where the ripeneſs of Age, crowns the bloſſoms 
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of youth. 


IV. 


From his form let the artiſts unanimous trace, 
The beams of true beauty, and lines of true grace, 
The Fabric declares, the great artiſt deſign'd, 


His form as a mirror, to look at his mind. 


( 192 } 


= 
” ot 
= 

— 


7 V. 

That Artiſt who gave to the morning its robe; 

Stretch'd the line of creation and centr'd the 
globe, 

Who ſpoke, and the building of Nature began, 

And proy'd the firſt Maſon to be the firſt Man. 


VI. 


Thus from Grand Maſter Adam's maſonical clay, 

We boaſt the Grand Maſter we're bleſt with to-day, 

His health then, his health then, his health then, 
encore, 


Till the Lodges with echo reſound Donoghmore. 
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ADDRESSED TO 
THOMAS QUIN, Esa. 


ON EIS MARRIAGE. 


% = 


May every ſervent Happineſs betide 


The favour'd Bridegroom, and his charming 
Bride; 

Yet, may thoſe rapid joys, that dancing wait 

The ardent period of the bridal Rate, 

With all their boaſted poignancy, give way 

To the calm bleſſings of a future day, 

When chaſte Deſire, efpous'd by Reaſon's voice, 

For ever young, confirms Afſection's choice; 

When each dear duty gilds domeſtic life, 

And the Bride finds a rival in the Wite; 

When new endearments add delight to care, 


And liſping cherubs climb their father's chair; 


Cc Then 
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Then while you print the parent's eager kiſs, 


And your full ſouls diſſolve in virtuous bliſs, 


To bleſs the auſpicious hour may both combine 


9 


That made rukz hers, and Charlotte ever 


THINE, 


LINES? 
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F 


ADDRESSED TO 


COLONEL CRADDOCK, 


ON HIS BEING ORDERED TO JOIN HIS REGIMENT, 


May Fame and Fortune, eagle-ey'd, 
Unfold to thee their charms, 
Their envious covering throw aſide, 


And quarter on thy arms. 


IT. 


Should Britain give the awful word, 
To ſcourge the Spaniards” pride, 
May Victory wed thy faithful ſword, 

And Prudence ever guide. 


10 
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To THE 


1 $023 


OF THY LATE 


SURGEON EDWARDS. 


GoN E to that Heaven, from which thy ou, 
firſt caught, 

The warmth of goodneſs, and the flow of 
thought, afoot cock 

From F ortune's frowns, may each ſurviving 
friend, | : 5 

Thy widow, Edwards, and thy babes defend, 

As far as Friendſhip can their pangs aſſuage, 


May all its tendereſt offices engage. 

But, O | what charm can Friendfhip's ſelf 
_— - 

Te ſoothe the recent anguiſh of her heart ? 

W hoſe 
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Whoſe pillow now no longer can invite 

To mutual happineſs and chaſte delight 

A mother's ſondneſs can alone have pow'r, 
Tho? pointing, to ſuſtain Aflliction's hour, 
Thy children's helpleſs ſtate alone can giye, 
The balm of Patience, aud the with to live; 
And may that God, who hears each ſlufl'd groan, 
That God, who makes the Widows cauſe his own, 
May he himſelf, proportion'd ſtrength impart, 
To ſoothe thy ſorrows and ſupport thy hes 
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t 
ADDRESSED TO 
Ma. SAMUEL WHYT E, 


OF GRAFTON-STREET. 


O! TH OU, whoſe learning, ſoften'd and 
refin'd 
By Taſte and Genius, lifts the human mind 


To that bright eminence, where holy truth 


Gives the fair garland to aſſiduous youth. 


Thou, whoſe ennobling verſe beſtow'd the 
mead, 
On Female merit, nor diſdain'd to plead 
Our 
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Our 1njur'd cauſe, ſo overwhelm'd with blame; 

It lay like Chancery when Fitzgibbon came, 

Til with true attic ſalt you purg'd away 

The drop ſerene, that quench'd its viſual ray,” 

With generous ardor rais'd its drooping head, 

And round it all the raviſh'd laurels ſpread, 

Which low-brow'd Ignorance, had rudely torn 

To plant inſtead, pale Envy's venom'd thorn, 

Thou, who (poſſeſſing equal truth and force 

To guide or mount the Pegaſian horſe) 

Haſt ſhewn the line which Nature drew between 

Domeſtic drudg'ry, and the happier ſcene 

Of poliſf'd life, where lib'ral ſcience dreit ? 

By female fancy, gives the genuine zeſt 

To every virtue in the human breaſt. 

To Thee, the humbleſt handmaid of the Nine, 

Sues for the ſanction of one tay'ring line; 

From Thee, thou Johnſon, of the prefent age, 

My heart hopes friendſhip to my humble page, 

Whoſe verſe thro' Johnſon's name firſt glow'd 

with pride, 

Liy'd while he liv'd, and ſicken'd when he died; 

Lay 
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Lay lotig negleaed, nor e' er hop'd to raiſe; 
From off his tomb the embryotic bays ; 
Till call'd by Friendſhip, it revives once more 


To pant for özixd on its native ſhore. 


For this I deprecate each ſav'ring pow'r, 
To ſmile propitious on its natal hour; 
But chiefly thou, the long eſtabliſh'd choice, 
Of clear ey'd Reaſon, and the public voice; 
Jo thee, my wiſhes move their fond appeal, 
Whoſe truth to judge and tenderneſs to fee}, 
Will calm the terrors of an anxious muſe, 
Her motives urge, and her defects excuſe ; 
To *ſcape from cenſure, I'd refign applauſe, 
While humbly pleading my own helpleſs cauſe. 
I here aver, that from my infant ſtate, 
I have been made the chequer-work of fate; 
My earlieft hopes were with my father loſt, 


And till this junCure every other croſs'd; 


Shield 
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Shield then, dear Sir, my trembling Muſe 
from blame, 
And hide the Critic, in the Friend's dear name. 


So ſhall the public voice each fault forgive, 


And bid her fugitive effuſions live. 


Fad:-Street, 
October 19, 1790. 


D d 10 


SAMUEL WHYTE, Es a. 


OF GRAFTON-5STREET, 


IN ANSWER TO THE FOREGOING. 


Fa R ſufferer! charm'd, I read thy partial 
lines, 

Where bright the ray of native genius ſhines ; 

And from thy lips, delighted, more have heard, 

Which beggar praiſe, and ſoar beyond reward: 

But tho' thy flowing ſtrains my pen invite, 

Why ſhouldſt thou *tempt the Preſs? ab! 


wherefore write ? 


If gilded laurels lure thy vent'rous muſe, 8. 
A ſlipp'ry path, and dang'rous, ſhe purſues. 


From 
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From critic rancour and the fangs of ſpleen, 
Thy gentle ſpirit, what, alas ! ſhall ſcreen ? 
When Milton fail'd, what merit can engage 

A looſe, luxurious, vain and trifling age ? 

The lovely Seward, born to letter'd eaſe, 

Skill'd to inſtru mankind as well as pleaſe, 

(For Envy with deſert admits no truce, 

Where moſt the bays were due) incurr'd abuſe. 
If thou muſt write, and would thy works diſperſe, 
Write novels, ſermons, any thing but Verſe; 
There's chance in either way, thou mayſt ſucceed, 
For Matrons ſermons, Mifles novels read: 

And thoſe who ſermons tire, if decent print 

A novel take, ſo nothing's wicked in't, 

The curious virgin, blooming ſmart ſixteen, 
Obtains the treaſure and attacks it keen ; 

Each page ſhe turns, ſome fertile ſcene diſplays, 
To fan her hopes—her vanity to raiſe; 

And when the heroine's thrown upon the ſhelt, 


She gives a new edition in herſelf. 


Proof 


( 204 ) 


Proof after proof Imagination warms, ; 
Young Rakehell comes, dreſs'd in ideal charms, 
And half unaſk'd, ſhe leaps into his arms. ) 
But, oh! the ſad reverſe— perhaps a wife, 
Illuſion's fled, and ſhe a wretch for life. 
Unheeded this, the ſtrange eventful tale, 

Wild and diſtorted, meets a ready ſale. 


9 


Some claim regard, and I might name a few, 

By Birney written, or ſuppoſe by you ; 

Scarcely a reader but with intereſt finds, 

Time well repaid, by Burrows and by Hinds; 

And wouldft thou with the pleaſing mingle pith, 
Read the Receſs, and vie with Charlotte Smith, 


Author's emoluments who moſt excel, 


Their ſtaple friends, the Bookſellers can tell. 


Rhyme 1s at beſt an unproductive trade, 


By ſpeedier means are princely fortunes made, 


Subſcriptions, Fortune for her minions meant, 


No poem ever yet brought cent. per cent, 


There 


* 
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There is a kind of authorſhip, in which 
Adepts ſtart up, and inftantly grow rich; 
To trim thy little lamp, and furniſh oil, 
Make uſe of lott'ry ink, and ſtudy Hoyle, 
Whoever in that onward track aſpires, 
No fund of taſte, no claſſic lore requires ; 
If well he know, that two and three make five, 
The leſs his genius, the more ſure to thrive; 
Great folks themſelves, if thou to greatneſs look, 
Encourage Hoyle, and read the Lott'ry Book. 
But if ſubſcriptions ſtill be thy reſource, 
Think not unruffl'd thou ſhalt run the courſe, 
Try high and low, through court and country 
range, 
Friendſhip with times, with fortunes manners 
change ; 
They who thy warm proſperity would grace, 
Touch but their purſe, will curſe thee to thy 
face. | 
Let thoſe who would diſarm Reſlections' ſling, 


A writ of error in their conduct bring. 


Parnaſſus's 
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Parnaſſus' flow'ry haunts and Pindus ſhades, 
Lie all deſerted by the Aonian maids - 
Along the banks of clear meand'ring ſtream, 
No favour'd Poets of Elyſium dream; 
The pow'rs of ſong that charm'd the world of 
yore, | 
Save by a few like thee, are felt no more; 
Even Love—inſpirer of the tuneful breaſt, 


Is loſt in av'rice, and become a jeſt. 


Time was, when wealth and honour crown'd 
the verſe, 
To rocks and deſarts modern bards rehearſe ; 
They might as well impreſs the bounding deer, 
As gain attention from a modiſh ear: 
Theſe halcyon times Mecznas ſees more wit, 
In one fat haunch than all that Virgil writ; 
More to his guſt, tho? it might taſk bis ſkill, 
To ſcan the heroics of a tavern bill; 
Or quaint conceit, oft coin'd before, to coin, 
A needleſs paſſport to the bumper'd wine, 
Or 
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Or ſqueak a catch—oh! how divine they ſing, 


For Bourdeaux now's the Heliconian ſpring ; 
While wond'ring bards, who ſeldom get a taſte, 
See purſe proud vintners with their laurels 


grac'd. 


Wide is the difference, to experience plain, 
*T'waxt talents in the pocket and the brain, 
And thoſe profulely with the firſt ſuppli'd, 
Their lender quota of the latter hide. 

Full thirty ſuns, Heay'n knows, with ceaſeleſs 
toll 

I have cultivated an ungrateful ſoil, 

And my beſt pains to fill a leaky pate, 

Has been tor worſhip, oft repaid with hate! 

So are the Maſter's care and u holeſome rule, 


Spelt and miſconſtru'd by the Golden Fool. 


The Muſe I courted, anſwer'd every end 
To ſoothe a vacant hour, or pleaſe a friend; 
No iatereſt, expectation did inflame, 


I loſt in labour, what I gain'd in fame, 
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My lot allows for few amuſements time, 
Perhaps the moſt excuſ”able is rhyme ; | 
In Bacchus? orgies I can bear no part, 

Nor ſcarcely know a di mond from a heart; 
And if ambition aught on earth could raiſe, 
*Tis to be prais'd, by thoſe deſerving praiſe ; 
Hope's brighteſt proſpects realiz d, be thine, 
As every with for thy ſucceſs is mine 
SAMUEL WHYTE. 


Dublin, Eraſton- Street, No. 757 
October 23, 1790. 
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dnss ro BY THE 
AUTHOR OF THE FOREGOING, 
10 2 
LADY OF THE REV. DOCTOR RYAN. 


On reading a POEM written by her on CONTENTMENT. 


May that Content you ſing ſo ſweet, 
Make thy abode its lov'd retreat; 

And may thoſe eyes whoſe beams diſpenſe, 
Good-humour temper'd with good ſenſe, 
Their wont'd vigour re-afſume, 

And perfect light their orbs * illume, 

Till every ſenſe as perfect be 

As is the ſoul- felt harmony 

That breathes throughout cach flowing line, 


Which paints Content, and proves it THIRE. 


THE 
Mrs. Ry av's ſight had ſuffer'd much by illneſs, 


C ars } 


TALL AUTHOR 


BEING HONOURED WITH THE 


FOLLOWING REPLY. 


Could uot reſiſt the Gratification of publiſhing 3t. 


BUT feldom does the Muſe invite 
A genius dull like mine to write, 
Excepting gratitude inſpire 

And kindle ſome poetic hre, 

Even both united little do, 

Yet prompt me thus to write to you; 
To thank you for thoſe pleaſing lines, 
Where Genius well as Friendſhip ſhines ; 
And could my pen with equal eaſe, 
Secure like your's, a pow'r to pleaſe, 
It ſhould not to a friend confine, 

But pleaſe the public with each line. 


ELIZA RYAN. 


THE 


Wiru grateſul joy my eyes purſue, 
The ſtrings of kindneſs touch'd by You ; 
Yet tho* my heart diſdains to hide, 

How much your verſes ſeed its pride, 
How much the ſweetneſs you have penn'd, 
Exalts the Muſe, by adding Friend ; 

Yet ſtill I muſt, and will accuſe 

Your want of Candour with the Muſe, 
Who waits the happy moment when 

Her dear ELiza takes the pen, 

Then gives 1t ev'ry grace and calc, 

With which the pow'r of ſong can plcale. 
Deny not then the boon of Heav'n, 


Put ſreely give as thcu art giv'n. 


HENRIRTTA BATTIER. 


THE 
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THE 


Wy EN every trifle thus I write, 
Brings back ſome verſes that delight; 
Surely 'twere folly to decline 

A taſk ſo valu'ble as mine, 

I truly may be well content 

When you repay me cent. per cent. 
But for a thought which now and then 
Occurs, when I take up my pen, 
That 'tis not gen'rous thus to uſe, 
The ſpecial fav'rite of the Muſe ; 
Then let her aid me when I write 
To make the off'ring of my mite, 
Accepted as a tribute due, | 
Thy” not a recompence to you; 


Miſtake 


( 215 ) 


Miſtake me not, Il ne'er accuſe 
A want of friendſhip in the Muſe, 
Who ever did, and muſt delight, 
To dwell where Taſte with Senſe unite ; 
Yet now and then ſhe condeſcends 
To viſit plain and humble friends, 
Without the ornament of dreſs, 
Leſt too much ſplendor might diſtreſs 
A friend that's only plain and neat, 
With whom ſhe means to take a ſear, 
To chat awhile and trim their fire, 
And gratify their fond deſire; 
Tho? thus to me ſhe humbly pays, 
A viſit on ſome lonely days, 
And thus encourages to write, 


Before ſhe's wafted out of fight. 


ELIZA RYAN. 


TO THE 


er rns 
REV. DOCTOR RYAN, 


ON PASSING AN EVENING AT HER HOUSE, 


O, favour'd child of Taſte and Truth, 
Child of the Muſes early youth ; 
While brilliant ſparks around me flew I} 


(From wit perſonity'd in You,) 


On downy pinions Time withdrew. . 
Thy focial converſe ſmooth'd his brow, 
He travell'd on, but knew not how, 
| Of all his leaden weights beguil'd, 
The boary vetran flew and ſmil'd, 


When 


(- 287. ) 


When I came home the tell-tale clock, 
Eleven times had boldly ſtruck ; 
Where were you, Harriot, William cry'd ! 
At Poet's Corner, (I reply'd,) 
Where Genius dwells, devoid of pride : 
Where Worth, and Wit, and Senſe unite, 
And make their duty their delight; 
Where Wit to real Learning wed, 
Enriches both the heart and head ; 
Where Edward loves Eliza more, 
Than Learning ere loy'd Wit before, 
And where that love, Eliza own'd, 
For loſs of even fight aton'd ; 
Converted pain into delight, 


And purify'd her mental fight. 


O! may the joys of virtuous love, 
Your happy moments {ill improve ; 
May Fortune, liberal as the Muſe, 
With ſmiling Plenty ſtill difſuſe, 


The choicelt giſts from out her hoard, 


Around Eliza's friendly board, 
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While Genius in its birth-day veſt, 
By dear Eliza's fancy dreſt, 
With peace and joy, and bealth conſpire, 
To ſparkle round her chearſul fire, 


HENRIETTA BATTIER, 


Saturday Morning, 
One o Clock. 


TE 


IN CONTINUATION. 


TI IS day's ſubſcription labor's o'er, 
The“ New Mill Horſe came home at four : 
But, O! how pleas'd and proud to ſee, 
The kind epiſtle penn'd by thee ; 

My huſband (now a critic grown) 
Deſir'd Pd let the pen alone; 

For in your letter, ev'ry line 

In merit, took the lead of mine; 

IT own that what he ſaid 1s true, 

But tho” I ne'er ſhall equal You, 

Yet ſtill the humble ſubjects claim 

A lecondary right to fame, 

As real genius will not chooſe, 

A worthleſs ſubject for the Mule, 
And frequent offerings, ſuch as thine, 
Would foon enrich the pooreſt ſhrine. 


To 


A burleſque title for Pegaſus. 
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To thee, indeed, the powers of ſong, 


In all their vary'd notes belong, 

[ | Nor can I anſwer as I ought 

Thy laſt dear lines, *till every thought 
Like thoſe (which eaſy, bright and free) 
In quick ſucceſſion wait on thee, 


Inſpire my Muſe and guide my pen, 


"Tis then, my dear Eliza, then, 

In numbers I'll refign the bays, 

So juſtly purchas'd by thy lays, 

And with the heav'nly Muſes leave 
The glowing garland help to weave; 

Then tie it up with Friendſhip's vow, 


And place it on Eliza's brow. 


HENRIETTA BAT TIER. 


Salurday Evening, 
Five o Clock, 


TO 
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81 NCE both our huſbands are agreed, 
That we no longer ſhould proceed, 

I take my pen with grief to tell, 

That now I write a long farewell. 

For oft my Edward does declare, 
Eliza, you are grown ſevere ; 

A little idle imp like you, 

May write who've nothing elſe to do, 


But thus to treſpaſs on her time, 


Is truly what I call a crime, 


With 
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With which I never can diſpenſe, 
Tis void of friendſhip, well as ſenſe ; 
For tho' ſhe anſwers every line, 
With graces that ſo far outſhine 
Each weak and poor attempt of thine ; 
We cannot wonder, when agreed, 
That Poets always beſt ſucceed 
In fiction, when the fancy flows 
Without reſtraint, where'er ſhe goes, 
And they are licens'd by the Muſe, 
To ſtray from truth whene'er they chuſe; 
But ſhould I thus attempt to ſoar 
To ſenſe, I might return no more; 
For when we oft with fancy ſtray, 
We loſe our ſenſes by the way ; 
And therefore I to truth confine, 
Which you may lee in each dull line. 
Then prithee, take a friend's advice, 
And weave no garland in a trice, 
Aſſiſt not in a taſk ſo vain, 


Or well the Muſes may complain ; 


Beſides 


( 223 ) 
Beſides the world may plainly ſee, 
The garland ne'er was made for me; 
My temples muſt with truth diſown, 
And prove the garland was thy own. 


ELIZA RYAN. 


10 
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7 


Ms. R Y A N, 


AND muſt I bid farewell ſo ſoon, 


My heart was up, my lyre in tune, 


Your ſervant, I by inſtinct knew, 
My heart to meet thy letter flew ; 
When that cold icy word farewell, 
TolFd out the Muſe's paſſing bell. 
I own, dear Doctor, 'tis a crime, 


To treſpaſs on Eliza's time, 


Eliza muſt not waſte on Me, 
What love monopoliz'd for Thee; 


Eliza, is not that the crime, 


Which made you ſermonize in rhyme ? 
But fiction I deny at la rge, 
And boldly anſwer to the charge; 
| That 


| ( 225 ) 

That from the days of early youth, 
My pen has neyer ſtray'd from truth; 
Each image I irom nature drew, 

And wrote my real thoughts of you; 
Women with judgment may diſpenſe, 
But wit and eaſe and real ſenſe 

In charming concord ſtill combine, 
To mark ELIZA's every line; 

The very lines Pm anſw'ring prove, 
How much the heav'nly ſiſters love, 
To tune for thee the trembling lyre 
And fill thee with poetic hre ; 

But if the garland you ſhould ſpurn, 
The vow of Friendſhip you return; 
Diſdain not then the wreath I ſend, 
Tho” woven by an humble friend, 
And ev'ry laurel you beſtow 

Shall proudly crown my grateful brow. 


HENRIETTA BATTIER.. 


6g 10 
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T O 


Mas D A TE 1 EK 


Burt why report the Muſe was, dead; 

| Is it becauſe ſhe wiſely fled 
From dullneſs, which could ne'er agree 
With ſpirit, ſenſe and energy ? 
Come, come, my friend, acknowledge true, 
The Muſe is well and dwells with you; 
Nor can I wonder at her choice, 

The public alſo will rejoice, 


The gen'rous Muſe is gone to dwell, 


Where ſenſe and genius both excel; 

But pray give Epw arp what's his due, 
Tis what he ne'er denies to you ; 

His gen'rous heart, with candour fraught, 


Diſdains a falſe unworthy thought, 


And 
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And © loſs of time” too well he knew 
Was the {ad lot muſt fall to you; 
And can you then my EDpWARD blame, 
Who wiſh'd to ſave Er1za's fame; 
For when ſmall things appear with great, 
I need not tell you what's their fate : 
And ſhould I let the pen alone, | 
Ne'er think that I, ungrateful grown, 
Am leſs oblig'd by what you write, 
Which cannot ſail to bring delight. 
Until Ex1za's void of ſenſe, 
And wants a taſte for elegance; 


Till then, indeed, ſhe muſt admire, 


Your ever bright poetic fire. 


ELIZA RYAN. 


10 


1 0 


MRS. R Y AN. 


DkErRIV'p of things we value moſt, 
Our ſenſes feel a Aumbing froſt ; 

J therefore thought the Mule was dead, 
When you return'd her humble mead ; 

But now acknowledge, frank and free, 
That all alive ſhe viſits me; 

*Tis in ELIza's ſhape ſhe comes, 

Relax'd from cards, and routes, and drums ; 
Nor do I wonder at her choice, 

To ſpeak thro' fair Er1za's voice; 

Where ſenſe and truth and fancy warm, 
Gives every word a nameleſs charm ; 

And ſure the Doctor got his due, 

When Heay'n, well pleaſ'd, beſtow'd him You ; 


I know 
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I know his ſoul is fully fraught, 

With ev'ry noble, gen'rous thought; 

His friends, his flock, this truth ſet forth, 
Whoſe grate'ul feelings ſpeak his worth; 


And “ loſs of time” he never knew, 
Who ſpends it between Heav'n and You, 
O! may thoſe ſpotleſs gems of fame, 
For ever deck Eriza's name! 

And may thy EDwaRp live to prove, 
Long ſmiling years of happy love! 
Friend of my heart, if what I write 
Obliges you, 'tis my delight, 

Nor will I throw the pen aſide, 

Which taſte like your's vouchſaſes to guide; 
For reſt aſſur d, my grateful lyre 


Receives from thine electric fire. 


HENRIETTA BATTIER. 


— -  ——_— 


By ſomething form'd, I nothing am, 
Yet every thing that you can name ; 
In no place have I ever been, 

Yet every where I may be ſeen; 

In all things falſe, yet always true, 
Pm ſtill the ſame, but ever new; 
Lifeleſs, life's perfect form I wear, 


Can ſhew a noſe, eye, tongue and ear, 


— — 


Yet neither ſmell, ſee, taſte or hear: 
All ſhapes and features I can boaſt, 
No fleſh, no bone, no blood, no ghoſt, 
All colours without paint put on, 
And change like the camelion; 


Swiftly 
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Swiftly I come, and enter there, 


Where not a chink lets in the air; 

Like thought I'm in a moment gone, 
Nor can I ever be alone; , 
All things on earth I imitate, 


Faſter than nature can create ; 


Sometime imperial robes I wear, 
Anon, in beggars rags appear; 

A giant now, and ſtrait an elf, 

I'm ey'ry one, but ne'er myſelf; 

Ne'er ſad, I mourn, ne'er glad, rejoice, 
I move my lips, but want a voice ; 

I ne'er was born, nor e'er can die 


Then prithee tell me Who am I ? 


ANOTHER 


A THING, without which *tis my real | 
belief, | 

A cook ſeldom dreſſes a firloin of beef, 

And a ſong, which (altho* it may ſeem a 


ſtrange thing) 
No one perſon living could ever yet ſing ; 
Is the name of a man who holds a high place 
Tho” his friendſhip perhaps may be thought a 


diſgrace. 
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LINES IMPROMPTU, 


ON THE DEATH or 


MRS. TEMPLE EMMET. 


AWHILE in miſery's vale detain'd 
The weeping Anna lay, 

At length the chryſtal fountain's drain'd, 
Her ſoul forſook its clay. 

Her aſhes piouſly inurn'd, 

| The ſpirit free as air, 

To Heay'n, its native Heav'n return'd, 


And met her Temple there. 
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Page Line 
15— 4 for ſoldiers read ſoldier: 
39— 5 read grief does our ideas ſwell. 
77— 1 for thine read thy. 
——1o for night read light. 
$1— 5 for impregnant read impregn'd. 
144—18 for the read thy. 
145—13 for impregnant read impregn'd. 
212— 3 read except where grateful thoughts 
conſpire. 
213— 4 for and read to. 
215—13 for tho” read tis. 


N. B. The Riddle and Enigma were ſeut by 
correſpondents. 


